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FADE IN: 
INT. CITY JAIL - PHILADELPHIA - DAY 1 
A bare cell. 
No personal items. 
One occupant. . 
KIMBLE, 30s, lying face up on his cot... 
: GUARD'S VOICE 
Get your things, Kimble. Bus leaves in ten 
minutes. 
Kimble glances up... 
INT, CELL BLOCK - DAY 2 
Guards walk Kimble between rows of cells. 
PRISONER VOICES 
Kiss this place goodbye, tur around and kiss 
your ass goodbye -- 
Kimble keeps his eyes surety ahead. 
A hand slips through some , Cigarette between the fingers... 
SMOKER 
Hey, Doc -- when you get there, tell Willie Dee 
hello. You won't have no trouble findin' him. 
He'll even look you up -- 
Kimble keeps walking. 
TRANSITION. 
EXT. OPEN FIELDS - TITLE SEQUENCE - DAY 3 
A grassy field in the country. 
The edge of a forest in the distance. 
A ew ats ot nites silence h P ae 
en, the sound of a orses, very far away, but -- 
Coming nearer at full allop..- a ss 
Bursting from the woods -- 
Kimble on a big bay gelding... 


Lea seven other mounts -- 
He's well-dressed for riding: an expensive tweed hacking jacket, twill pants, 
very good boots. 
Jumps a low fence. 
ls his mount, takes a low stone wall -- 
A look of exaltation as he and the others roll past... 
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INT. PHILADELPHIA GENERAL HOSPITAL - EMERGENCY 
ROOM - DAY 


The double doors burst o; 


Paramedics wheel in car crash victims... 
Head and internal injuries -- 
O POLICEMEN yank in a handcuffed teen, stumbling... 


COP 
Kid was drunk. Rammed a van. Painted the 
god damn highway red -- 


INT. DOCTOR'S LOUNGE - DAY 


ipieens catch some zzz's on couches -- 
p pat oe of senior doctors getting ceed - 
ZWICKI -- 40s -- pulls on his p: 
Kimble expertly long ties a black bow on his dress shirt -- 
One of the interns whistles... 
Kimble slips on his dinner jacket. 


ZWI 
Big evening, Doctor? 


KIMBLE 

Big evening for Helen -- Opera -- 
ZWICKI 

Good luck. 


Zwicki pulls on a Sixer's sweatshirt. 
A NURSE rushes in -- 
NURSE 
We got a bad one -- car crack up... 
She looks past Zwicki and the other doctors to Kimble. 


INT, KIMBLE HOME - HELEN KIMBLE - EVENING 
An elegant beauty -- 
Dressed for the evening. 


She's on a remote phone. 
rinking a gin martini -- 


HELEN 
Oh please, don't tell me this crap -- 


INT. DOCTOR'S LOUNGE - INTERCUT 
Kimble's on the phone, now stripping off the monkey suit -- 
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KIMBLE 
Look, I'm sorry -- this kid's in bad shape -- 
HELEN 
Oh, bullshit. You're not the only doctor in the 


hospital -- This is the third time this month 
you've stood me up. Christ, there'll be two 
vacant box seats, and in case you forgot, I'm on 
the committee -- maybe if I was a drug addict 
and I got hit by a truck, I'd have a chance to see 
my husband -- 


KIMBLE 
-- Don't start that stuff again, okay? Look, you 
go. Maybe I can meet you for the third act. 


. HELEN / 
Tm ie going to sit in that box alone...How will 


it look? 


KIMBLE 
I don’t give a damn how it looks. 
Zwicki tums away...not wanting to overhear. 


HELEN 
To hell with you, Richard. 
She slams down the phone. 


INT. EMERGENCY ROOM - NIGHT 


Hysterical family. _ 

Police and Paramedics. 

Put upon interns -- . 

Kimble enters in his operating scrubs, 
One of the Policemen stands nearby... 


INT. EMERGENCY ROOM CUBICLE 
Kimble moves to the unconscious boy... 
His head is swollen badly from internal bleeding. 
Kimble points at the head triage nurse -- 
KIMBLE 
Let's go. 
INT. KIMBLE'S HOUSE - NIGHT 
Helen looks at her gold Piaget. 
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HELEN 
Damnit, Richard... 


She tosses off her heels. 
Goes to the liquor cabinet and makes herself another martini. 
Looks at her hand... 
Takes off her we: Ting -- 
Slams it down on - 3 


INT. OPERATING ROOM - NIGHT 


Kimble works on the brain hematoma. 
Making an incision -- 
Draining the ioe. - 

ig the press 


Relievin 
Working close to the § spinal column where it attaches to the brain stem... 


Every movement precise. 


INT. KIMBLE'S HOUSE - NIGHT 


Helen sits in front of the TV. 
Sine nee drink channels. 
ere '§ a sound. 
reaking... 
Helen flips the mute‘switch on the clicker. 
Listens... 
It's quiet. 
HELEN 
Richard? Is that you? 


No answer, 

She turns the volume back up. 
INT. HOSPITAL - NIGHT 
The boy wheeled out -- 


nie calmly, almost arrogantly, Teas oves his operating gloves. 
The policeman comes up next to 


COP 
He's gonna to be okay? 
_. , KIMBLE 
Yeah -- I think he's eA to make it. 
pone going. 1d never Five believed it the way 


i coming i here. 
Shake. 
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Kimble's a little embarrassed. 
Puts out his hand, 
The shakes it heartily. 


INT. KIMBLE'S HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT 14 


A THUD. 
Loud over the TV -- 
Helen turns down the sound. 


HELEN 
Richard? 


No answer. 
She gets up. ‘ 
Still holding her drink -- 


INT. HALL - NIGHT 15 


Helen walks out into the hall, 
It's suddenly scary.. 

he sips her martini. | 
Moves slowly to the staircase -- 


INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 16 


Helen starts down the stairs. 
Soundlessly in her bare feet. 
Half way down -- 


Stops. 

Another sound. . 
She takes another She art 
The drink falls from her hand. 


HELEN 
Shit. 


Spills on the carpet and bounces down the stairs. 
elen steadies herself on the rail. 
A MAN steps out of the shadows. 
Large and rough looking. 
But only one good arm -- ; F . 
The other has a gleaming prosthetic device -- He's holding her wedding 
ring in the metal pincers. 


HELEN 
What the hell do you think you're doing here -- 


The man looks ather.. __ 

The gown, the jewels, the ites ae . 
She turns and tries to run up the stairs. 
He pockets the ring. 

Then. springs after her... 
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anaes her by aig ankle with his good hand. 


And he pulls her down -- . 

Then drags her up the stairs -- 

Throws her against a hall cabinet. 

Little glass things crash -- the cabinet breaks. 
Blood Helen's bare shoulder -- 


EXT. CITY STREET - PHILADELPHIA - NIGHT 
A Porsche 928 races by... 


INT. PORSCHE - NIGHT 


Kimble drives in his tux shirt. 
He punches up a number on his car phone... 
An answering machine engages... 


HELEN 


.O. machine messa 
If you'd Vike to leave a meses fk Helen or 


Richard, do so at the tone -- If you have a 
medical Brgblem or emergency, try Richard's 
service, 932-0015. 


Beep. 


Greg, 
Goddamunit, Helen -- Pick up the phone. I know 
you're mad, but I'm sick of this crap -- 


He waits for her. She doesn't pick up. 


KI 
(into phone) . 
Okay, have it your way. We'll settle all this 
when I get hoine... 


EXT. MAINLINE - PHILADELPHIA - NIGHT 


Kimble's Porsche turns into an elegant neighborhood. 
His HEADLIGHTS SWEEP seve: 

his brakes because -- 

Running from his house, nearly hit by the Porsche... 


THE ONE-ARMED MAN 
Frozen in the headlights -- stunned by the light - 
1010... 


Brief eye contact through the windshi 
Then he takes off running down the street ~- 


large houses, suddenly Kimble hits 
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KIMBLE 


Opens the car door... 
Jumps out -- 


KIMBLE 
Hey...? Hey! 


But the One-Armed Man is gone: 

The front door of Kimble's home is ajar -- 

INT. KIMBLE HOME - DOWNSTAIRS - NIGHT 
inhi Tuns in. 


hollow silence -- 
a sees the sees the dink spi led on the carpet. 
As he picks up the lass... 
KIMBLE 
Helen? 


He races up the stairs -- three at a step... 


INT, UPSTAIRS HALLWAY 


Kimble sees the broken cabinet. 
Blood on the et. 
He moves toward the bedroom -- 


KIMBLE 
Helen! 


A jewelry box on the floor... 
Contents spilled... 
A faint hoarse whisper. 
Kimble turns -- 
HELEN 

He's here... 
INT. KIMBLE - BEDROOM - NIGHT 
Helen sprawled like a broken doll in her party dress... 
Bloodied by a horrible head wound -- 

_ 911 v0) 
Your attacker is still in the house? 


She can barely hold the receiver... 
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ae HELEN 

. ee Kimble) 
Richard...Richard! 

He rushes to her. 
gue hand reeches ot had 

cratching desperately at his arm... 
But she's Sealy siping away... 


. _.,, 911 Vy. 0. ) : 

His name is Richard? Hello? Hello? His name 
is Richard? 

A heavy crystal vase is cracked and bloodied by her body. 

Kimble picks it up. 

It breaks in his hands -- 


re STATION - BOOKING.ROOM - QUICK MONTAGE - 


Kimble in handcuffs. 
His Heht thumb is inked and stamped. 
Kimble is photographed -- mug shots... 


INT. JAIL CELL - NIGHT 


Kimble sits alone in a cell. 

Footsteps approach... 

FRED Dé CK, Kimble's lawyer, is shown in by a Guard... 
He's in his 30's, very preppy -- 


: DARRICK 
Richard. You okay? I mean, my God, I know 
youre not -- this thing -- poor Helen -- I'm 
awfully sorry...this thing 1s terrible. 


Kimble stands up. 
Looks hollow. 


I rt t in ight * ‘ll 1 
"ve got you out tonight. You'll stay at my place 
- And dont worry we'll straighten this thing . 
out about you being arrested...this whole thing is 
an outrage. It's got to be some kind of mistake. 
Til personally see to it we can get a really great 
defense attomey. 


Darrick puts his arm around his shoulders -- 
DARRICK 
It's awful. I know. Try not to be too hard on 
yourself... 


Kimble just looks at him. 
TRANSITION. 
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INT. JAIL COURTYARD - NIGHT 25 
Kimble, in le pombe be gabe iby Sue Sf with h beg 0 other prisoners... 
a powerful 
And TONIOR MACKEY 50s" hase oe tareryic and steel-rimmed glasses - 
INT. BUREAU OF PRISONS BUS - NIGHT 26 
Bars and heavy wire windows. 
A jail on w! 
Mackey gets on board. | 
Checked off by a guard. 
Akins follows... 
Then Kimb 


le. 
Two doors are keyed shut behind him: an outer door and a caged inner door -- 


AKINS 
Hey, Doc,..Good going -- 
smiles 
T always wanted to kill my wife too. 


Kimble stares at Akins' grinning face -- 

Moves past. 

Two Guards and the Driver sit up front. 

The bus takes off. shh Pad ; 

Mackey takes a tattered paperback from inside his shirt -- begins to read. 


EXT. COURTYARD GATE - DAY 27 


Standing by the GATE GUARD is DEPUTY FEDERAL MARSHAL BIGGS. 
The bus stops -- 


GATE GUARD 
Got a passenger for you. 


Biggs on next to the Driver. 
Shews his credentials... 


i roe . 
ison gate to prison gate they're m: 
respondibility, : aa 


OLD GUARD 
Sure. Why not? The more the merrier. 


EXT. DESOLATE HIGHWAY - PENNSYLVANIA - NIGHT 28 


The black-and-white bus rumbles by -- 

Biggs checks the traffic -- oncoming and following. 
The Guards face the prisoners -- 

Shotguns bouncing on their knees -- 

Akins smokes a cigarette, sweating... 
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MACKEY 
Hey Doc, this has gotta be hard to take -- 
Kimble tums to him. 
. MACKEY 
Tm serious. What do your Mommy and Paasy 
think of their little Doctor goin’ to jail alongsi 
these big bad boys? 
Kimble doesn't answer. 


MACKEY 
Come on, what do you think about it, Kimble? 
Mackey reaches across the aisle and grabs Kimble's arm. 


MACKEY 
T'm asking you a question... 


As Kimble stares at Mackey -- a sharp CLANG of metal on metal... 


GUARD 
Knock it off, Mackey! 


Mackey shoves Kimble's arm away -- 
Kimble looks out the window into the night... 


911 (V.0.) . 
Someone by the name of Richard tried to kill 
you, ma'am? You there? Ma'am? 


TRANSITION. 
INT. COURTROOM - PHILADELPHIA - DAY 


Huge marble columns gmbody the smajealy and Dower of the law -- 
The prosecutor is standing before a Hispanic Woman PATHOLOGIST: 


PATHOLOGIST 
Bloo of the skin samples found under the 
victim's fingernails matched the defendant's. 


The 12 jurors are racially split -- 
Mostly working class -- 
They look at the reserved Kimble at the defense table. 


Patrician looking in his dark suit -- 


INT. COURTROOM - TIME CUT 


The PROSECUTOR faces the jurors, 
He holds a piece of the heavy crystal vase from the Kimble bedroom -- 
Evidence-tagged. - 
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PROSECUTOR 
Whose prints did you find on this murder 
weapon? 
FORENSICS OFFICER 
Dr. Kimble's. ; 
KIMBLE 
watching, remembering -- 
TRANSITION. 


EXT. MAINLINE - PHILADELPHIA - NIGHT 
The street where Kimble lives. 
Inside the house an argument is going on. 
HELEN (0.S.) 
ing loud enough to be 
eard down the street) 
I won't! I won't, I won't, I won't!!! 


A crash of something being broken -- 


INT. KIMBLE HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 
Helen Kimble, obviously drunk, choleric, throwing a tantrum. 
Kimble looks harassed, Bistraught, angry. oe 
KIMBLE 
That's enough. I can't take any more of these 
fights -- 


HELEN 
Oh knock it off, don't sound so damn self- 
righteous! Who the hell do you think you are? 


He moves toward her -- 
KIMBLE 
Look, millions of people adopt children. 


HELEN 
Millions of people lie to themselves! If you 
think I'm going to take in somebody's bastard 
and fell people it's my kid, you're a goddamn 
‘00 


KIMBLE 
There's a food chance a baby's coming up for 
adoption that fits everything ‘Wwe want. 
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HELEN 
You want. It is not what I want. 


KIMBLE 
I'm not blaming you for...I mean...you're not 
first woman who's had a problem -- 


HELEN 
pte comida procreate, doctor? Is that the 
rm? 


Helen, le wait rf baby. Can't 
lelen, people wait years for a baby. ou 
see how ineky we are? A ® 


HELEN 
Lucky! Shit! I'm lucky??!! 


A long moment as they stare at each other. 
weep. 


She starts to 


HELEN 
You don't want me anymore -- 


Self-pity...then suddenly defiant. 


She recoils. 


HELEN 
Who gives a fuck? Call the lawyer, Richard, get 
a goddamn divorce. I couldn't care less, : 


_ KIMBLE. : 
I don't want a divorce -- I just want a child... 
(controls himself, trying to 
act gently: 
Please, look, I'm only,..I don't know what to say 
-- we can't fight like this. 


_ HELEN 
Cut the crap, Richard. You don't want me. 
You haven't touched me in three months. 
Probably got some bimbo euliiead on the side. 
Who's getting it Richard? Because I'm not -- 
You don't even think I'm a woman anymore. 


KIMBLE 


Maybe it's because you're usually passed out 
4 yi y yp 


by the time I'get home -- 


Stung, she slaps him. 


HELEN ; 
God damn you! Just remember this, I'll take 
yeu for every dime. House, cars, everything. 
ou won't have a pot to piss in... 
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Slaps him again -- . 
He grabs her wrist, stopping her. 
For a split second his rage is such that he almost belts her -- 
He tums abruptly, storms out of the house. 
EXT. MAINLINE - PHILADELPHIA - NIGHT 
As Kimble hurries out to his car, Helen appears in the front door -- 
HELEN 
Sure! Run away! Go visit your goddamn 
girlfriend! 
The Porsche speeds off down the street, doing 60. 
Helen goes back inside -- 
Slams the door. 
TRANSITION. 
INT. COURTROOM - DAY 


A changing parade of witnesses: . 
The P 'UTOR talks to the LOCAL COP in the witness box. 
PROSECUTOR 


Officer Bryant, yn were first to arrive at the 
Kimble house. 0 did you find there? 


LOCAL COP 
Just Dr. Kimble...and the deceased... 


PROSECUTOR 
And how did Dr. Kimble behave? What state of 
was he in -- ? 


LOCAL COP 
He was kinda calm. I mean he wasn't crying or 
anything. 


TIME-CUT: 

DEFENSE ATTORNEY 
Were there signs of a struggle? 
Yi ink Fee ne d H 

es, certainly. Furniture turned over. Her 

clothes were half-ripped off. 

DEFENSE ATTORNEY 
Signs of a robbery in progress? 

LOCAL COP 


Her wedding ring was missing. Her jewe 
bashed eee 
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The HOUSEKEEPER: 


HOUSEKEEPER 
They argued all the time about her drinking. 
Slamming doors. Shouting all kinds of things -- 


PROSECUTOR 
Would you characterize these fights as violent? 


HOUSEKEEPER 
Oh, yes. They said terrible things to each other. 


PROSECUTOR 
Did they strike each other? 


HOUSEKEEPER 
Not that I saw. But I wouldn't be surprised. 
A Waspy INSURANCE MAN: 


INSURANCE MAN 
You don't often see the kind of full coverage 
that Kimble carried on couples without children. 


A reluctant Dr. Zwicki: 


. ZWICK] sg. 
Dr. Kimble was...upset with his wife on the 
phone that night. Said her priorities were all 
Screwed up, or words to that effect -- 


An Attractive YOUNG WOMAN: 


: PROSECUTOR | 
Miss Macklin, tell us your occupation and where 
you work, if you will... 


MACKLIN | 
Ima registered Nurse, I work in triage at 
Metropolitan. . 


PROSECUTOR 
And you know Dr. Kimble? 


MA 
Yes. We work together. 


PROSECUTOR 
Would you say that your relationship with Dr. 
Kimble was entirely professional? 


MACKLIN 
We were...good friends. 
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PROSECUTOR 
How good? 
D.A. 
Objection. 
JUDGE 
Overruled. 
PROSECUTOR 
Miss Macklin, could you answer the question 
please? 
MACKLIN 
We were very good friends. 
PROSECUTOR 
Miss Macklin, were you having an affair with 
Dr. Kimble? 
Lowers her head. 


MACKLIN 
I did see him. We did see each other a few 
times. 

PROSECUTOR 
The answer then is yes? 


MACKLIN 
Yes. We saw each other. 


The Kimble ANSWER PHONE -- 
KIMBLE'S VOICE 
Goddamnit, Helen -- Pick mp the phone. I know 
you're mad, but I'm sick of this crap -- 


ause 
Okay, have it your way. We'll settle all this 
when I get home... 


The Prosecutor shuts it off. 
, PROSECUTOR 
In his own voice...Recorded just minutes before 
the pune ae 
juotes 
"Weill seth: all this when I get home." 
TRANSITION. 

INT. BUREAU OF PRISONS BUS - NIGHT 35 


The Young Guard lights a cigarette... 
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Mackey sleeps. : ; 
Kimble continues to stare trancelike out the window... 


TRANSITION. 


INT. HIGH-RISE BUILDING - ATTORNEY'S OFFICE - DAY 


Kimble in the Defense Attomey's book lined office. 
Darrick sits close by -- 


DEFENSE ATTORNEY 
Richard, let's £0 through it again, the part about 
the One Armed Man -- 


KIMBLE 
Large torso. 30 to 35 years. Dark hair. Wide 
set eyes. Two or three day beard. A prosthetic 
device on his left arm — 


DEFENSE ATTORNEY 
You're sounding too damned clinical, like 
you're reading a diagnosis into a recorder -- 


KIMBLE 
I don't know how else to say it. 

DARRICK 
Richard. Damnit. Do you want to win this 
case? 


DEFENSE ATTORNEY 
You've got to create some sympathy for 
yourself, pympathry for a man wrongly accused, 
sympathy for a man who has lost his wife, his 
home, his profession, his reputation -- 


_ KIMBLE 
T haven't ea for five months. 
eat, 


Since I got out of med school, the longest 
vacation I ever took was a week... 


Darrick gets right in Kimble's face -- 


: : DARRICK : 
Will you listen to me?_We are losing. This is a 
working class jury -- They don't trust rich, ivy 
league doctors. And that goddamn little nurse 
you were bonking killed us when she was on the 
Stand -- Look, he's telling you the truth, you've 
got to make them feel sorry for you. 


DEFENSE ATTORNEY 
They've got a helluva circumstantial case. All 
we've got is your One Armed Man. 
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KIMBLE 
What about the wedding ring? All the missing 
jewelry? 
DEFENSE ATTORNEY 
It's not enough. You could have taken it 
ourself. They won't believe your story unless 
ey hear it from you. Hear if from you, 
believe you, sympathize with you... 


Kimble doesn't answer. 
DARRICK 


I know you hate this. I know you hate 
pandering. But you have to -- 


Kimble still doesn't answer. 


DARRICK 
Right? 
INT. COURTROOM - PHILADELPHIA - DAY 
Kimble on the stand. 


Dark pinstripe suit. 


. DEFENSE ATTORNEY 
Dr. Kimble, we all know how paint) this has 

for you. But please tell the jury what 
happened on the night of April 19th... 


KIMBLE 

There was an emergency at the hospital -- an 
unusually difficult situation -- I performed a 
cranial excavation to relieve a traumatic hema- 
toma. It took some time, so I got home late. 
As I pulled up, I saw a man run across the street 
in front of me, I saw him clearly in my _ 
headlights. His left arm seemed to be missin 
below the elbow -- he was wearing a prosthetic 

ice... 


He remains stoical, no signs of pandering here... 


_.. KIMBLE_ 
-- I went inside. I heard Helen in the bedroom 
upstairs. Despite bleeding freely from qoute 
deep lacerations, she was calling for help on the 
phone, She was saying "Ric he tried to kill 
me..."She was delirious. I thought about, 
applying pressure to the wounds to inhibit 
bleeding. It was too late. I couldn't do anything 
to help her -- 
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THE PROSECUTOR - TIME CUT. 


PROSECUTOR 
According to the investigating officers you were 
very calm about it all -- in fact they used the 
word "emotionless" in their report. 


KIMBLE 
Tm a doctor. I'm trained to be calm under 
adverse circumstances. I couldn't help anyone, 
including my wife, if I were in a highly 
emotional state. _ 


PROSECUTOR ; 
I see. And you maintained your professional 
calm after discovering your wife was dying a 
violent horrible death before gon eyes and later 
you maintained this same professional calm 
while you were being booked for her murder? 


DEFENSE ATTORNEY 
Objection. 

JUDGE 
Sustained. 

PROSECUTOR 


Doctor Richard Kimble. Surgeon. You belong 
to exclusive clubs, ride horses at expensive 
private stables...Columbia Med School. Socially 
prominent family. Father an investment banker. 
And your wife -- also from a wealthy family... 


How long were you married, Doctor? 
. KIMBLE 

Six years. 
PROSECUTOR 

And how would you describe your marriage? 
KIMBLE 

I'm not sure I understand the question. 
PROSECUTOR 


Was it a good one, a bad one? 


KIMBLE 
It...wasn't perfect, We did fight, but there were 


good times as well. 
PROSECUTOR 
Really? 
KIMBLE 


Yes. 
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PROSECUTOR 
I'm pleased to hear that...Tell us Doctor, about 
Registered Nurse Roseanna Macklin...You heard 
her testimony that she was having an affair with 


you? 


KIMBLE 
It was over. We had broken off -- we stopped 
seeing each other. 


PROSECUTOR : 
In other words, you admit Piers were hevais an 
affair with Nurse Macklin? It wasn't simply a 
one-night stand or a series of one night stands... 


KIMBLE 
I saw her for a short time, but it was over. 


PROSECUTOR 
Really? How long was it over? 


KIMBLE 
Two weeks. Maybe three. I don't remember 
exactly. 


PROSECUTOR 
ula we simply say that you were between 
8? 


KIMBLE 
No. It was over. Helen and I hadn't been 
getting along. But this...it wasn't that big a 
ing... 


_ PROSECUTOR 
It wasn't that big a thing -- Maybe you should 
explain that, Dr. Kimble. Not that’big a thing to 
you? Not that big a thing to your wife? Or not 
a big enough thing to supply a motive for 
tmourder? 


DEFENSE ATTORNEY 
Objection! 


JUDGE 
Sustained. 


Kimble looks at the jury. 
Senses that he has lost. 


. PROSECUTOR 
Now Dr. Kimble, let's go back to the night of 
April 19th. I want to review the facts sur- 
rounding your One-Armed Man. This man that 
only you saw... 
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But Kimble doesn't seem to hear him. 
He stares out blankly. 


In this judgement room Kimble is already a Fugitive. 
CAMERA’ fi 


UP and away as the Prosecutor drones on -- 
Kimble becomes a small isolated figure in the witness stand below -- 


INT. COURTROOM - THE FOLLOWING DAY 
The Prosecutor is summing up the State's case -- 


this jury has @ oR ECU TOR 
this $ @ great opportunity to demon- 
strate that the law is fair That aot simply the 
poor, the black, the brown, the misfits and the 
outcasts feel the full measure of our statutes but 
that they can be equally applied to the wealthy 
the privileged, the sacrosanct. The state asks for 
the full maximum penalty for Dr. Richard 
Kimble. As there should be equal protection 
pave rs law, there must be equal punishment 
we 


TRANSITION. 


INT. /EXT. PRISON BUS - NIGHT 


The driver watches the road. 

Biggs scans the nas ay hiet 

The two Guards on the seat behind him -- 

Kimble, Akins and Mackey in the back behind the bars. 
Akins rises, moves to front -- 


AKINS 
Hey. We gonna eat this year? 


The Young Guard checks his watch. 
Nudges the Old Guard. 


. YOUNG GUARD 
Zookeeper. Feedin' time. 


The Old Guard gets to his feet... 

Unpockets a key ring -- 

Kimble turns. © 

Sees across the aisle -- : 

Mickeys head is between his knees -- 

A small dark object slides out of his afro and drops into his hand: 
A shank, a prison-made knife -- 

Kimble loo around. 

The cage door is open. 
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Passing through the gate -- the Young Guard hands a petrified sandwich to 
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The Old Guard watches...shotgun carelessly ready. 
The Young Guard holds out breakfast to ible -- 
He shakes his head. 


YOUNG GUARD 
Suit yourself. 


He offers the sandwich to Akins. | 

Who grabs for it -- seems to drop it... 

The oung Guard la forit-- 

Up yout 1¢ Old yawns again, just as... 
\ ney drives the shank into Young Guard's gut. 

Akins dives for his holster. 

Pulls his : . 

The Old Guard grabs for hi 

Akins 


Biggs draws his gun -- but has to leap across the seat to grab the wheel of the 
lure bus -- too late -- 


EXT. HIGHWAY - NIGHT 40 


The bus careens off the pavement -- 
SLAMS into the guardrail -- flips over onto an overpass below -- 
Then tumbles down an embankment and comes to rest on the ledge... 


INT. BUS - NIGHT 41 


The front end of the bus is crushed. 
Driver is dead, ; ; 
The Young Guard is moaning from his gut wound -- 
Biggs is equcessd under the front seat... 
The Old Guard is thrown down into the stairwell -- the shotgun halfway 
between Mackey and Biggs. 


Biggs lunges for it first -- , 
Akins shoots at him with the Young Guard's pistol -- 
Kimble thrown on the floor... 
Stays down as the bullets fly. beat 
Akins has emptied his gun -- only women Biggs in the arm... 
Akins ally pats down the Young Guard for more rounds. 
As Biggs seeing. Ss, crawls up from the seat well -- 
Mackey jumps for the shotgun -— grabs it first. 
Holds it on Biggs. 
miles goodbye -- 
And... r 


EXT. EMBANKMENT - NIGHT 42 
The bus slides further down the embankment. 
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Begins to 
Then ak into a industrial park below -- 


TRANSITION. 
INT. COURTROOM - PHILADELPHIA - DAY 


The sentencing 
Kimble sania 6 aie the Judge. 


JUDGE 
Dr. Richard Kimble, you have been found guilty 
of murder in the first’ d legree. You will be 
transferred to the state penitentiary at Lewis- 
burg to begin a mandatory sentence of thirty 
years without the possibility of parole. 


A Bailiff and several Guards handcuff Kimble. 
Lead him away. 


TRANSITION. 
INT. BUREAU OF PRISONS BUS - INDUSTRIAL PARK - NIGHT 


‘Toy shotgun flung Ae a 
Akins yanks himself out a window. 
Mackey scrambles for one too -- as ‘Biggs finds his gun - 


BIGGS 
Halt -- 


Mackey turns around -- puts up his hands -- 


MACKEY 
You got me! Don't shoot -- 


He takes a aap to Biggs 
ippeara fo on his leg irons, falls forward -- 
bashes E iggs' head with his iron cuffs -- 
Mackey finds his knife -- 
MACKEY 
Should of shot me, fool -- 
And he slits Biggs' throat. 
turns. 
Sees Kimble in the back -- 


MACKEY 
Don't bother thanking me, Doc. I'm your Fairy 
Godmother. 
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He laughs and pulls himself out the window. . . 
eanbie fights igh the twisted bars to where Biggs tries to keep himself 


e. 
His hands over his throat as if he could stop the bleeding. 
Kimble kneels by him. 

Bigs kooks unad kien wish quest dalng 
iges looks up at him with ques eyes. 

Kimble shakes his head. 

Biggs dies. 

Eyes open ~~ _ 

Tooking at Kimble. 3 

The Old Guard, badly hurt, drags himself forward -- 

Kimble could go out the window too. 


ARD 
You. You're a doctor, ain't you -- 
The Young Guard is alive but bleeding from the abdominal knife wound. 


KIMBLE 
oe he's got a lacerated spleen..-He'll bleed to 


GUARD 
You gotta do something... 


Kimble holds up his cuffs, F ; 
The Old Guard digs out his key-ring, unlocks Kimble's hands -- 


KIMBLE | 
I need something to clamp with -- there! 


Kimble points over to the upside down sun shade. 
A schedule is clipped on. 

The Old Guard goes for it. 

Tosses it to K . . 

Kimble clamps the wound with the clip. 

There's a growing vibration under their feet -- 


KIMBLE 
Where the hell are we? 


The Old Guard feels it, too. 
He puts his eye to an unbroken section of windshield... 


OLD GUARD 
Holy Jesus... 


He beats on the exit door embedded in the ceiling -- 


EXT. BUS - NIGHT 45 


The bus lies across railroad tracks near a defunct switching shed -- 
A not-too-distant bend grows bright by the light of an approaching train... 
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INT. BUS - NIGHT 


The Old Guard continues to fight the door. 
Kimble lunges to his side -- 


KIMBLE 
The windows! 
EXT. RAILROAD TRACKS - NIGHT 
Downtrack, coming fast, one ominous headlight appears -- 


INT. BUS - NIGHT 
Kimble and the Old Guard work together. 
ib the Guard 


Grab the Young C ; 
Lift him to the knocked out window -- 
The train light spider-webs cracked glass... 


KIMBLE 
Help me lift -- 


But the Old Guard panics -- 
Climbs right over Kimble's back... 
EXT. BUS - NIGHT 


The Old Guard makes it out... 
Hits the ground running -- 


INT. BUS - NIGHT 


The train light grows... 
A nanosecond of uncertainty - 


24, 


itimble looks fram the window to the injured Young Guard... 


INT. FREIGHT TRAIN LOCOMOTIVE - TRAIN POV - NIGHT 


As the headlight reveals the toppled bus -- 


EXT. FREIGHT TRAIN - NIGHT 
As the wheels brake and lock -- 


EXT. RAILROAD TRACKS - NIGHT 
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First the wounded Young Guard propped on Kimble's shoulders tumbles * 


out of the bus onto the tracks -- 
Then Kimble pulls himself out. 
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SCREECHING hideously, the TRAIN SKIDS closer. 
The train light X-rays le -— =f 
BSIne es instantly -- he drags the wounded Young Guard with him as he 
rolls off the tracks -- 
Tries to move. : 
His feet are still chained -- . 
A few dozen desperate mini steps... F . 
IMPACT: A hundred tons of steel SLAMS into the bus, RIPPING it open -- 
Shae bloodies Kimble's shoulder... : 
A GASOLINE EXPLOSION envelops the train -- 
Flames stream down its flanks for yards. 
Torch the switching station -- 
Blows over Kimble and the Young Guard... iets 
Kimble looks back, expecting to see the catastrophe behind him. 
But he gets a shock -- es a 
Still on its wheels, the locomotive is derailing -- 
And coming after him... 
It’s the stuff of nightmares: 
Then the locomotive burrows to a stop. 
Kimble is five feet taller, standing an upheaval of earth... 
Byebalt to-eyetall with the train that nearly devoured him. 
still breathing Young Guard at his shackled feet... 
He leans down -- 
Takes a set of keys from the Young Guard's belt. 


EXT. CRASH SITE - NIGHT 34 


Kimble takes off... 
Leg irons gone, he runs as a free man -- 


EXT. CRASH SITE - LATER THAT MORNING 55 


Billowing smoke -- . 

Fire engines hose down the locomotive... | 

FBI Agents pick strromgt te twisted remains of the bus. 
State pooper restrain the news people and spectators. 
FEDERAL MARSHAL GERARD scans the crash site... 
Wades through the rubble -- 

Close-cropped hair. 


Icy demeanor. : 
An FBI AGENT in charge blocks his path... 


FBI 
Sorry. but if you're not with the FBI or 
Conrail, you'll have to leave -- 


Gerard flashes his badge and brushes past as if the man were invisible -- 
Continues to look at what's left of the bus... 
And two formless heaps of what were human beings under yellow plastic 


sheets. 

He lifts the first. . : 
Driver's barely recognizable remains -- 

Now he lifts the second. 

The mangled body of Biggs. 
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Gerard looks at his slit throat. 
Then covers Biggs up again. 
Another FBI AGENT takes a statement from the Old Guard. 


wi phate OLD GUARD . 
...dt's still kind of hazy -- but I shoved him out 
the window. Coulda both been killed. But hell, 
he's my partner. Guess he woulda done the 
same for me. 


Agent buys the story. . 
He produces photos of the prisoners... 


AGENT 
One more time. The three prisoners. 


The Guard nods quickly at the pictures of Mackey and Akins. 
Hesitates.on Kimble... 
OLD GUARD 
Everything happened so damn fast...Don't think 
ie mae it. Probably crushed under the 
rubble... 


To a group of state police -- 


GERARD 
We'll start up there. Point of impact. 
The Agent comes up, grabs Gerard's arm. 
FBI 


Listen, before you go orderin le around, 
let's get something Straight. ae our case -- 


Joint jurisdicti een fel der th 
joint jurisdiction. Esca elons are under the 
Dept. of Justice and the Marshal's service since 


Shakes his arm free. 
GERARD 
T'll appreciate all the help I can get. Do we 
understand each other? 
Gerard gives FBI a moment to respond. 
There is none. 
He continues with the police he's recruited -- 
,POLICEMAN 
They found a pair of leg-irons. Maybe a 
h d yards from point of impact. Another 
two sets by the shed -- 


Gerard nods -- already knows -- he distributes sets of pictures... 
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GERARD 
Fugitives Mackey, Akins and Kimble. Been on 
the run for 139 minutes. Average foot speed 
over uneven ground -- maybe three miles an 
hour, giving us a maximum radius of six or 
seven miles. Notify the sppropriate police 
districts. Target any building, residence, 
airport, gas station... 


EXT. HIGHWAY UNDERPASS - DAY 


Kimble emerges -- 

Bruises about his face... 

Wet blood on his injured shoulder, _ 

His oye fixed on: A community clinic across the road. 

Kimble looks at the prison numbers stenciled on his coveralls. 
He moves beside the concrete struts...strips off his pants -- 
And the coveralls inside out, slips them back on. 

No more num! 


56 


Tucks the top in so he looks more like a beat up bum than an escaped prisoner. 


EXT. CLINIC - DAY 

Kimble passes the front door. 

Inside, through the glass doors, he can see a cop in the lobby. 
He moves around to the side of the building -- 

EXT. STREET - LATER 

A medical waste disposal truck rolls down the street. 

Its side postered with warning signs -- 

EXT. BACK OF CLINIC - DAY 


The truck pulls up. 
Two Workers 8 out with a lift. 


Ring a buzzer. 

A Hospital Attendant opens the door. 

The Two Workers go in. 

Stick a wood block to keep the door open. 


Amoment. — 
Then Kimble slips through the door. 


INT. TREATMENT ROOM - DAY 


Kimble enters the empty room. 

Turns on the lights. 

Rattles locked cabinets -- 

Springs one cabinet with a pair of scissors. 
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EXT. HOSPITAL - KIMBLE'S POV - THROUGH WINDOW - DAY 
As a state patrol car parks —- 


INT. HOSPITAL - TREATMENT ROOM - DAY 
Kimble tums away from the window -- 

Prepares a needle for a tetanus shot. 

Injects himself. 

Kimble looks 6 UD. 

Steps to the hallway door, cracks it. 

INT. HALL - KIMBLE'S POV - DAY 


The TWO STATE PATROLMEN with the LOCAL COP. 


PATROLMAN 
pe senlng a ape and drinking coffee with 
nurses —- are dangerous -- now 


bag your ass ate this place out. 
The Local Cop moves on toward Kimble. 
Who closes the door. 
The Cop tries all the doors in the hall. 
Tums the knob to the room Kimbie's in as: 
Kimble exits wearing a white smock. 


LOCAL COP 
‘Scuse me, Doc. 


Kimble grabs a chart off the wall and starts away. 
LOCAL COP 


‘ea Ganding Kimble a pen) 
s 


KIMBLE 


ee 


Thanks. 


LOCAL COP 
Don't know if you heard, but we got othe 
A.W.O.L. felons from that train wreck. 
Someone fought they might show up here if 
they were h 


KIMBLE 
You checked E.R.? 
LOCAL COP 


Yeah. I've been watching. But my boss wants to 
check all the rooms. Doesn't trust me. 
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Kimble shrugs. Tries to get away. 


LOCAL COP 
Do me a favor. They're comin’ in with some 
photos. Maybe you Could take a look. 


KIMBLE 
Td like to help. But I've got rounds. 


LOCAL COP 
Well at least take a look... 


They move separate ways down the hall -- 


INT. HOSPITAL - EMERGENCY ROOM - DAY 


It's a similar scene to his last performance of medical duties... 
He catches his breath. : 

Crosses for the emergency exit... 

The doors cra ea in Kimble's face -- 

TWO PARA CS wheel in a patient. 


PARAMEDIC #1 
First we take him to County. Then County tells 
us, no - they're up to their ass with hold-overs, 
better take him somewhere else...we're just 
goddamn ping-pong balls -- 


PARAMEDIC #2 
Where do you want him? 


KIMBLE 
Check with the triage nurse. I'm not on duty. 


PARAMEDIC #1 |. 
Youre gana have breakfast while this guy 
hemorrhages? C'mon, man. Someone stuck a 
knife in his kidney. 


Kimble shoots a look at the man on the gumey -- 
It's the Young Guard from the prison bus. 

His eyes are 0 ne oes 

He sees Kimble, recognizes him as -- : 
Kimble quickly slaps a breathing-bag over his face. 


KIMBLE 
Okay. Double him up in the second berth. Stop 
down the D.5.W. to T.K.O., give him fifty 
milligrams of Empirin, no reason to keep him 
awake. And it's his spleen, not his kidney... 


PARAMEDIC #1 
You can tell that? Just from lookin’ at his face? 
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KIMBLE 
You got it, now get him in the room. Stat. 
Kimble turns back for the door -- 
Two Troopers enter. 


Kimble lowers his head. 
Moves into the cubicle, following the wounded Young Guard. 


INT. CUBICLE - DAY 
The Paramedics still there -- 
They watch Kimble pat on medical gloves. 
He Starts to remove 
e wound... 
Hesitates -- 
PARAMEDIC 
You alright? 
KIMBLE 
I've been up all night -- 
He looks down at the wound... 
KIMBLE 
Look...I'm just a OB-GYN, did 3 deliveries 
tonight...'m just not up to working on this 
ae Buy -- 
He steps out. . 
Leaving the Paramedics shaking their heads. 
INT. EMERGENCY ROOM - DAY 
The Two T; rs are looking through the felon photos. 
Kimble moves by, turns back into the clinic - 
INT. HOSPITAL CORRIDOR - DAY 
Kimble walks down the hall. 
Opens a patient's door -- 
A WO hooked up to an IV. drowses -- snaps her eyes open -- 
KIMBLE 
Just checking in -- 
WOMAN 
Doctor, I want to talk about my medication -- 


KIMBLE 
Tll send a nurse -- 
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He shuts the door. : 
Moves to the next door -- opens it. 


INT. PATIENT'S ROOM - HOSPITAL - DAY 


A Man this time. Sedated. 
Kimble enters. Shuts the door. 
s the man's closet -- 

An overcoat, pants, shirt... 


EXT. TRAIN CRASH SITE - DAY 


A large crane lifts the wrecked locomotive off the tracks. 
Rail gangs rebuild ties -- 
A mobile home is set up as a Federal Agent Command Center. 


Cops, uniformed and plainclothes, move in and out — 


INT. MOBILE HOME - DAY 


Gerard behind a makeshift desk. 
Flanked by TWO YOUNG AGENTS 
Agent #1 tos 


_ AGENT #1 
Mackey, Calvin. a.k.a. Junior. 32. Scheduled to 
begin mandatory life sentence without parole. 
Convicted of shooting and killing two police- 
men. Highly intelligent. No his mS drug 
dependency. Akins, Jimmy, scheduled to begin 
mandatory life sentence without : 
mbben and murder. Long history of alcohol 
abuse... 


GERARD 
Tell me what we know that we didn't know an 
hour ago. 


_ AGENT #1 
Nothing new, sir. 


Gerard picks up Kimble’s picture -- reads the shit sheet... 


_4_, GERARD 
Kimble, Richard. Life sentence, mandatory 
thirty years without parole. Murder -- I have a 
hard time with this guy. His Bronk doesn't fit 
an association with the other two -- he probably 
just took advantage of the opportunity, which 
makes him a smart, resourceful, adaptive 
criminal -- 


ses down fax photos of Mackey, Akins and Kimble... 


68 


69 


70 


71 


72 


73 


4/12/91 32, 


AGENT #2 
We've arranged for spots to be aired on TV 
every hour with photos of the fugitives. All 


flights, buses, trains and taxis are being checked. 


Roadblocks on all major roads. Phone taps on 
all known close friends, relatives, associates... 


A DEPUTY rushes in... 


DEPUTY 
Middleton Hos ital. ) 

less 
He was there. Guard wounded in the train 
wreck came out of anesthesia. Swears he saw 


him in the E.R 

GERARD 
Who -- 

DEPUTY 
Kimble. 


EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - PENNSYLVANIA - DAY 
Bypassed ray Ah nite 25 years ago. 
e shoul: 


rei OM OT anspor t rnibiey cove the blacktop -- 
The driver's hands black with coal dust. 


He hits the brakes: Kimble ahead on the toad -- thumb tripping ... 


DRIVER 
Where you headed? 


Kimble swings on board. 


EXT. ERIE, PENNSYLVANIA - DAY 


A depressed, industrial city. 

Full of deci factories. 

The old coal truck pulls up to refuel at a gas station. 
Kimble hops out. 

Goes to the phone. 


INT. FRED DARRICK'S OFFICE - PHILADELPHIA - DAY 
The phone is RINGING. 

His private line. 

Darrick motions his secretary out of the office. 


DARRICK. 
(into phone) 
Yes, I'll take the call, 
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DARRICK (CONT'D) 


. GHoteqs) ; 
Ricans . You're all right. Where the hell are 
you 


over phone) 
I can't tell you. Are you alone? 


DARRICK 
(into phone) 
There's no one here. 


KIMBLE 
_., (beat; over phone) 
You still believe I'm mnocent, Fred? 


DARRICK 
(over phone) 
Of course, Richard. 


74 EXT. PHONE - ERIE, PENNSYLVANIA - DAY 


: KIMB 
_ Gnto phone) ; 
I'm going to need LD. And money. A lot of it. 


DARRICK 
(over phone) . 
Till do what I can. Pretty short notice -- 


Gnto phone) 
I'm headed for Niagara. There's a park on the 
American side. Meet me at the tourist p g 
lot. 6 PM tomorrow. I'll find you. And don't 
forget the ID. I'll need it to get across the 
order. 


DARRICK 
(into phone) 
What are you going to do? 


(over phone) 
...I don't know -- get to Canada. Maybe from 
there South America... 


75 EXT. PHONE - ERIE, PENNSYLVANIA - SAME TIME 


: KIMBLE 
(into phone) 
I'm counting on you, I gotta go -- 


74 


5 


76 


71 


78 


79 


4/12/91 34. 


Kimble quickly hangs up the phone. 
Walks back to the tuck’ 


EXT. NIAGARA FALLS NATIONAL PARK - NEW YORK STATE - 16 


PARKING LOT - DAY 

A Lincoln enters the lot, pulls up to the curb near the ticket booth. 
Kimble w watches a lone man get out -- 

He, pies pack of cigarettes from his pocket and lights one. 
Kimble starts toward him -- 


KIMBLE 
Fred -- over here. 


Darrick waves at Kimble —~ 
Kimble slows... 


He 

Kimble suddenly tun turns and starts running in the other direction. 
Gerard a car -- 

Pistol held level... 


GERARD 
Halt! Federal Marshal! 


FIRES into the air -- 
Other AGENTS appear... 


EXT. PARKING LOT - DAY 


On the SOUND -- several police cars roar through the gate. 
2 he betel r suddenly rises. over the lot.. 

igs i , ie only direction he can: back over the berm -- 
funne 8 


Gerast oe ain fics 3 his P9 -- takes aim at Kimble's back. 
Kimble if in the sights -- suddenly drops down and disappears. 
EXT. MOUTH OF TUNNEL - DAY 

Kimble enters an underground walkway -- 

Long and sporadically lit -- 

INT. TUNNEL - DAY 

Kimble moves Wong spe the mp stones. 


Towards a dim li 
Picking up the the At -- sn there's a strange BEATING SOUND... 
ble 
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A mounted PARK RANGER turns a comer blocking the exit. 
He catches Kimble in the light -- 
Kimble turns 180 degrees. 
Sprints for the other end of the tunnel. 
ed and blue lights appear, slashing the walls -- 


EXT. MOUTH OF TUNNEL - SAME TIME 
Gerard leads a dozen agents and police into the tunnel -- 


INT. TUNNEL - SAME TIME 


Kimble frozen -—- : . 

The horse's hooves CLACKING at him from the iS, 
The FOOTSTEPS of Gerard and the cops from the left -- 
Kimble tries to think...hears something... 

A TRICKLING 


He looks down: he's standing in water -- Tunning water. 


INT. HEAD OF TUNNEL - SAME TIME 


Gerard races down. 
Hears the BEATING SOUND -- 
Draws his gun. 


S. 
its only the Ranger on the horse. 
And Kimble's gone... 


GERARD 

Any other direction out of here? 
_. :RANGER 

You're lookin’ at it. 


Gerard lowers his gun. 

Also sees the water. 

He backtracks it to a grate in the ground. 
Man-sized... 


INT. TUNNEL - BELOW GRATE - DAY 


A flashlight shines down at the view. | 
Two Agents come running up, splashing through the puddles -- 


RANGER 
Old sewer line -- 


AGENT 
Where you think it goes to? 


GERARD 
Kimble. 
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INT. DRAINAGE SEWER - DAY 
Kimble pleats blindly threagh ankle-deep sludge. 

a 


Pauses at intersecting tunnels to catch his breath. 
A DULL ROAR comes from somewhere -- from everywhere... 
Behind him, flashlight beams -- 


INT. DRAINAGE SEWER - ENTRANCE - DAY 


A flashlight finds fresh splashes on the wall -- : 
Gerard races on, kicking muck back on the Agents and cops following... 
They come to a fork -- 


GERARD 
That way! 


The others run off to the left -- Gerard heads right, now alone -- 


INT. DRAINAGE SEWER - FURTHER ON - DAY 


Kimble runs madly. 
The dull roar has become a HEAVY RUSHING sound. 
sewer narrows. 


Kimble slows. 
The beam of a flashlight blinds his eyes. 
GERARD 
Freeze! 
Kimble BOLTS! 
leading the only way he can... 
Towards the rushin, sound. 


Towards the end of the drainage conduit -- 
oa indescribable roar -- where the walls and floor abruptly end in 


Kimble shocked still by the power of what he sees ~- Niagara Falls — 
pracading lmndreds of feet over the edge down to a white froth below... 
Kimble stumbles back... 


_ GERARD'S VOICE 
You made a nice run, Doctor. 


Kimble whirls -- Gerard advances deliberately -- 
Gun in one hand and handcuffs in the other... 


GERARD 
But you're out of road. So let's do this the easy 
way. 


GERARD 
I'm Federal Marshal Phillip Gerard. I have to 
take you in. 
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As Kimble turns to his other alternative: a suicide jump into the mists below -- 


GERARD 
Don't even think about it. 


As Kimble looks back at the Falls -- 

Gerard clamps one hand on Kimble's arm and twists it around in a hammerlock. 
Kimble instinctively twists fs counterclockwise and falls back. 

Grabs the P9... 

The two men teeter over the edg eC. 

Gerard's rubber sole slips on the wet stone and he slides -- 

His hand catches the lip of the drainpipe. 

eter aed hangs precariously -- reaching ineffectively with his other hand for 


Kimble Oe ooPies him struggle. 
His hand starting to slip. 
Just as Gerard's grip releases, his wrist is caught by Kimble -- 


KIMBLE 
Give me your other hand! 


Kimble s him. 
Falls him es 


eis to his fet. 
Remand gets to 


The briefest oF appreciation for saving his life -- 
Then... 


GERARD 
This doesn't change anything. I'm still gonna 
take you in. 


He takes a step towards Kimble. 
Kimble looks at him... 

Suddenly turns aad nd Leaps i into the Falls... 

Gerard watc! 


Kimble’s bo body disappears into the mists below... 


TRANSITION. 
EXT. TRAIN YARD - OHIO - ONE WEEK LATER - DUSK 87 
A mile-long freight train rattles through the huge yard -- 


INT. BOXCAR - DUSK 88 
ggard, unshaven Kimb 

fet ipeks out at the landscape p Dass ing by... 

Now wearing a crummy rainceat, Salvation Army clothes. 

EXT. LANDSCAPE - KIMBLE'S POV - DUSK 89 


As the train races past a billboard -- 
A huge city looming on the horizon -- 
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EXT. CITY STREET - CLEVELAND - NIGHT 


Barely recognizable. 
This man was once Dr. Richard Kimble. 
He looks across the way -- sees: 


EXT. HOBO JUNGLE - CLEVELAND - NIGHT 
Barrels on fire -- 
Corrugated shacks... 
Kimble as fhrough -- 
s a fire. 
May homeless men standing around. 
CK MAN, with a matted beard shoves Kimble down... 
a MAN 
Hey man -- Mine. place. You understand? 
No more room! we 't want nobody new! 
He shows Kimble a blade. 
BLACK MAN 
Now you get the fuck outta here Jess you wanna 
do somethin’ about it. I'll cut your ass up... 
Kimble gets to his feet -- 
Moves oj 


VOICE 
You lookin’ for a place? This way -- 


Kimble glances over toa SKINNY MAN with red hair standing nearby. 


SKINNY 
Tinow a place -- They give out free food and 
it... 


Kimble looks at the man who is trying to smile through his shakes. 


SKINNY 
C'mon, it's ars It's okay...street people got 
to stick togethe: 


Kimble takes a breath. 
Follows... 


INT. TENEMENT - CLEVELAND - NIGHT 


Pope of doors... 


Skinny starts up the cracked stairs -- 
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sos KIMBLE 
This is a mission? 


SKINNY . aoe 
Naw. We go there in the morning. This is a 
good place to flop. Ain't much, just a couple of 
mattresses... 


They go down a littered hall. 
Through another flattened door. 


SEES, 
A dry room. 5 
See -- like I told you -- 


WHAM! 

Kimble is clubbed from behind. 

He slumps to the floor. 

Skinny and his ACCOMPLICE rifle Kimble's pockets for change -- 


SKINNY, 
Get his goddamn wallet. Come on man, check 
his fuckin’ pockets -- 


EXT. CITY STREET - CLEVELAND - NIGHT 93 
Kimble leans up against a building. 
Sparse 3:00 AM traffic. 


A car comes weaving down the street. 
A beer bottle comes wildly flying out the window -- CRASHES through the 
window of a hardware store. . : 

he drunks in the car WHOOP up their vandalism. 
Di ar from view... 
An alarm starts BLARING. | 
Kimble mOnes to the broken window. 

radios. 


Some tools. 

Police SIRENS far away. . 

Getting closer...A moment. And Kimble grabs what he can. 

EXT. CITY STREET - CLEVELAND - DAY 94 


Kimble comes out of a side alley. 
Ducks into a sleazy pawn shop. 


INT. PAWN SHOP - DAY 95 


Kimble goes to the cage. 
Silently lays the clocks and tools on the counter -- 
Doesn't meet the man's eyes. 


CLERK 
Hundred bucks. 
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The clerk puts the cash on the counter. 

INT. MEN'S SHELTER - RESCUE MISSION - CLEVELAND - 
NIGHT 


Kimble waits for a night cot in a crowded, smelly, noisy hall -- 
POLICEMAN in. 


A comes in. 

Chats with FATHER CORBIN, the priest running the show. 
He's a young balding Jesuit. 

Kimble turns his face away. 

The policeman moves off -- 

FA’ CORBIN N 5008 through the © parbage.-- 

Finds an empty bottle of Thunderbird wine. 

Kimble moves near -- 


CORBIN 
The line for the beds is over there -- 


KIMBLE 
I want to work. I'll do anything. 
Corbin holds up the bottle -- 
CORBIN 
Everyone knows the rules. No booze. And 
every night I find empty bottles under the 
mattresses, in the toilets. 
K 
Tm not an alcoholic... 


CORBIN 
Who are you? 


KIMBLE 
Nobody -- 


Corbin looks at Kimble carefully. 
. CORBIN 
All I can give is food and a bed... 


. KIMBLE 
I just need to earn my way... 


Pause. 
: CORBIN 
All right. I'll ate you some work. Twenty 
dollars a day. Bed and board. As long as you 
don't drink. 


KIMBLE 
Cash? 
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CORBIN 
Yes, Til pay you in cash -- You're still young... 
It's not too Iate to put your life together. May 
get a new start. Do you have a trade? 
Kimble shakes his head -- 
CORBIN : 
In my office I have some brochures on job 
ng opportunities, night school. Take a 
look if you're interested, 


Kimble looks at Corbin as he walks away... 


INT. RESCUE MISSION - CLEVELAND - DAY 97 


Kimble does the dirty work. 
Mopping floors. 


Takes urine soaked sheets -- 

Puts them into an old washing machine... 

INT. UNIVERSITY RESEARCH LIBRARY - CLEVELAND-DAY 98 
An old building houses a spacious, hi-tech archive. _ 

Students sit at computers and microfilm layers taking notes from the screens. 
Kimble approaches the counter for Data-Search, a Computer-Aided Text 


Research and Retrieval Service, 3 
The SYSOP (Systems Operator) is a hip young student. 


KIMBLE 

Excuse me. I need to get into Data Base -- 
SYSOP. 

Sure. What're you lookin' for? 
KIMBLE 

I want a national newspaper search -- 


SYSOP 
You got an account? 


KIMBLE 
Yeah. 
SYSOP 
Let me boot you up and check it out. Name? 


..Dr. Paul Zwicki. 
Sysop eyes Kimble's rough clothes. 
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ie SYSOP 
Zip? (as he types) 
10102. 
Sysop looks up. 


KIMBLE 


KIMBLE 
Philadelphia. I'm just visiting here -- 
a env ) 
ve) at screen: 
Okay... ona “you to punch in your security 
code and we're in business. 


Kimble presses a series of keys. : 
The sequence resembles a social security code but the numbers do not show on 


the screen. 
The phone RINGS, interrupting -- 


SYSOP 
Data-search, please hold -- 
Looks back at Kimble -- 


SYSOP 
You're hot. 


He swivels the computer screen and keyboard toward Kimble and attends to the 
phone cail. 


INSERT - COMPUTER SCREEN : 99 
As Kimble types in information: 


DATABASE TO SEARCH: Regional Newspapers: Y 
National Rewsnapers: ay 
Wire Services: 


PRINT-OUT STORY LEADS; Y 

PRINT-OUT FULL-TEXT ENTRIES: Y 

NAMED PEOPLE: *.* 

GEOGRAPHIC DESCRIPTION: *.* 

aoe criminal activi 
SCRIPTORS: One-Armed 


KIMBLE 100 


Hits the <Enter> key and watches as the screen goes blank; the computer begins 
to chirp and beep as the data appears... 
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INSERT - COMPUTER SCREEN 101 
NATIONAL NEWSPAPER SEARCH RESULTS = 59 Se "HITS" WITH 
Y LEAD VALS. 19 UNRETRIEVED "ONE-ARMED 


40 STORY RETRIE 
MAN" STORY LEADS NOT AVAILABLE IN DATABASE. 


Grass Me 
One-Armed man arrested for agerayated sean: with b deadly weapon DETROIT 
FRESS col 6 pp pB2 Ae pA7 (BE) March 1 


E: 9311 
ID PEOPLE: Mallick, Alan -- interview; Clement, Palmer T. -- arrest. 
Desc rces: Assault with deadly weapon -- cases. Criminal investigations. 
it -- crime. 


TRANSITION. 


EXT. FEDERAL BUILDING - PHILADELPHIA - DAY 102 
A 40's institutional style office tower. 


INT. FEDERAL MARSHAL'S OFFICE - PHILADELPHIA - DAY 103 


The entire wall covered with fugitive wanted photos, with N.C.I.C. numbers. 
An Agent pacing with a cordless phone. 
Nearby, another Agent is running N.C.I.C. computer data at a PC desk, 


INT. GERARD'S CUBICLE - DAY 104 
Gerard arranges the stems on a vase of flowers. 
Skillfully. 

Puts the flowers on the sill... 

An Agent bursts in'-- 


AGENT 
We got a positive make on your guy -- 


Gerard looks at her. 


AGENT 
Detroit. 

GERARD 
Kimble? 

AGENT 


‘ina Akins. He's workin’ in a supermarket in 
Hamtramck. 
TRANSITION. 
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EXT/INT. SUPERMARKET POV - DETROIT - NIGHT 105 


The last customers are leaving. . 
JIMMY AKINS visible within, sweeping up... 


INT. CAR - SUPERMARKET PARKING LOT - DETROIT - NIGHT 106 
Gerard calmly watches Akins -- 


INT. SUPERMARKET - DETROIT - NIGHT 107 


The store is closing up... 

Akins is stacking canned fruit when he hears the CREAK of a SHOPPING 
CART coming down the aisle. 

He tums to Gerard, pushing the cart... 


AKINS 
We're closed, man. 


Something in Gerard's face tells Akins he has not come for groceries. 


GERARD 
Been looking for you, Jimmy. 


Akins tums, runs down the aisle. 
Crashes into another display of canned goods. : 
Gerard puts his wagon aside but does not change his pace. 


GERARD 
Don't make this harder than it is, Jimmy. 


Akins rises and runs around the comer. | 

He frantically heads for the storage area in the rear of the store. 

He slams through the doors, past clerks unloading pallets of boxes and cans. 
He heads for the rear door. 

As he tums the corner -- 


HIS POV - GERARD 
stands, blocking his way. 


EXT. STORAGE AREA - REAR OF SUPERMARKET - NIGHT 108 


Panicked, Akins runs back.into the storeroom. 
Spri toasmall bathroom. eee aa 

le out a section of crumbling wall with his hands, reaches inside 
the hole and extracts a handgun. : . 
He re-enters the back of the store and starts to move cautiously behind the 
Ratlets of goods. 

_ the clerks are gone, fled. abe agin 

Akins stops to listen, hears measured FOOTSTEPS behind him. 
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Runs from the sound towards the doors leading out front. 


As he turns the corner of a pile of Daca geal door comes: into sight... 


And so does Gerard: his P9 in one han handcuffs in the other. 


GERARD 
‘We can do this either way, Jimmy. Your 
choice. 


Akins thinks for a split second -- 
Then starts to raise 2 is pistol... 
Gerard raises FIR: E TIMES into the astonished man's chest -- 
Akins is hurtled ms cans of soda from the impact of the bullets. 
Gerard walks up to the dead man. 
He looks down into his face holstering his cannon. 
He flips the ody over with his foot. 
Cuffs Akins' lifeless hands behind his back. 


EXT. HALL OF JUSTICE - PLAZA - DETROIT - DAY 
Kimble stands on the steps. 
Looks up at the Latin epigram and the carved scales of justice. 


INT. HALL OF JUSTICE - MAIN LOBBY - DETROIT - DAY 


Kimble at an elevator bank. 
The door opens. 
Full of cops. 
COP 
(holding elevator door) 


Hey, you comin’ in or not? 
Kimble quickly squeezes inside -- 


INT. ELEVATOR - DAY 
Kimble crammed in with cops -- 


ee gas OF JUSTICE - 12TH FLOOR - VISITOR SCREENING 
Wives, friends, lined up in front of the CLEARING OFFICER... 


CLEARING OFFICER 
(to visitor) 
Take chair 7, no hands on the wire Or glass. : 
Five minutes. Be advised that under a federal 
court tuling your conversation can be recorded. 
ext... 


Kimble sees the overhead TV monitors as he steps to the front of the line. 
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CLEARING OFFICER 
Name of inmate. 


KIMBLE 
Palmer Clement. 


without CLEARING OFFICER 
WI 00! yy 
Clement Peter Po Re etpahip? 


KIMBLE 
Friend. 


The Clearing Officer writes it down. 
Picks up the intercom: 


CLEARING OFFICER 
he aid Palmer Clement, bring him up. 


(to Kimble) 
Take chair 2. Five minutes. Be advised that 
under a federal court ruling your conversation 
can be recorded. Next. 
113. INSERT - PHOTO OF JIMMY AKINS - DAY 113 
Attached to a police form... 
ball-point fills in the details -- 
114 INT. HALL OF JUSTICE - POLICE LIAISON OFFICE - DAY 114 


Gerard finishes up his $ paperwork. 
Hands it across to the WATCH COMMANDER. 


WATCH COMMANDER 
One less bad guy. 

G 
What about Clement? 


Watch Commander takes a 2-sided I.D. of Palmer Clement, hands it across his 
desk to Gerard. 


— WATCH COMMANDER 
This is the guy -- one arm all right... 


I want to see him. 
WATCH COMMANDER 


Hey, anything J for my government...What you 
want with 
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GERARD | 
He came up on an N.C.LC. kickback I ran -- the 
Kimble Case. In court Kimble claimed there 
was a One-Armed Man at his house that night. 


WATCH COMMANDER 
I thought Kimble was dead. 


GERARD 
Until they show you a body, he's alive. If he 
jumps info a volcano, he's alive until they show 
you the ashes. 


WATCH COMMANDER 


Til send this One-Armed guy up to the 
Attorney's Visiting Room. Tenth floor. 


INT. VISITOR'S SCREENING ROOM - 12TH FLOOR 


Kimble sits - eyes focused in anticipation of the confrontation through the 


ars... 
The SOUND of a door opening -- 

Kimble stares. . 

Palmer is let into the prisoner's side of the screening room. 
He's a black One Armed Man of about 35 -- 


GUARD #1 
Okay, Palmer. 


PALMER 
Who's for Palmer? 


KIMBLE 
T am... 


PALMER 

I've never seen you. What do you want? 
KIMBLE 

I thought I knew you. I made a mistake. 


PALMER 
You know me from the Army? 


KIMBLE 
No -- I made a mistake. 


PALMER 
Don't give me that. You're some kind of cop. 
Why aren't we down in the Attorney's Visiting 
Room if you're a cop? 


KIMBLE 
Tm not -- I'm not the police. 
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PALMER 
Bullshit -- 


Palmer puts a cigarette in his mouth. 


PALMER 
You got a light? 


Kimble grabs some matches -- 


PALMER 
Over here. 


They move to a small gap in the wall that is not barred -- 
Kimble starts to strike a match. 


GUARD #2 
Let him light his own. 


PALMER 
Screw you, man. I only got one arm -- 


Kimble lights Palmer's cigarette. 


P 
Couple of months ago, I was in a neuro- 
psychiatric ward out at the VA Hospital -- 


KIMBLE 
No, it doesn't matter, you're not the guy I know 
-- I made a mistake. 


Kimble walks away. 
Presses the elevator button and waits. 


INT. HALL OF JUSTICE - ATTORNEY'S VISITING ROOM 116 


Gerard exits the elevator to a barred door. 
A DUTY SERGEANT on the other side of security glass. 


“GERARD 
Gerard, Federal Marshal, to interview the 
prisoner. 


DUTY SERGEANT 
Weapons. 


ye Fe P9 from its holster, aes the mg. pulls the slide to unload 
snaps th the round eco the top of the mag, then shoves it all, 
oe forward, d hrough wea ore H oe 
id Gerard, the clevator Xl WN LIGHT FLASHES on -- 
In front, the jail door BUSZE 
As the solensid CLICK: aed enters -- 
The door SNICKS shut behind him -- 
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DUTY SERGEANT 
That's funny -- my screen shows your guy's 
already got a visitor. 
Gerard is instantly wary. 
GERARD 
Who? 
DUTY SERGEANT 


I don't have the name on my computer -- 


Gerard quickly turns back to the door -- 
He can see through the wired glass... 

As the elevator doors open... 

Kimble is now in the crowded elevator as a Cop gets off... 
Frozen moment as Gerard spots him -- 


GERARD 
Buzz me out -- !! 

DUTY SERGEANT 
What's the problem -- 


G 
Damnit! Just do it! 
CLICK -- Gerard pushes out... : ie 2 
As the elevator door slices shut in the face of Kimble staring right at Gerard -- 
INT. HALL OF JUSTICE - ATTORNEY'S VISITING ROOM 117 
Gerard rushes back to the Duty Sergeant -- 
GERARD : 
There's a fugitive on that elevator! I want the 
building secured! 
DUTY SERGEANT 
I can't do that -- only the Captain can -- 
G 
Call him! Now! 
Gerard sticks his hand through the weapons grate -- grabs his P9... 


INT. ELEVATOR - FIFTH FLOOR 118 


Kimble and the others wait for a Woman to get off... 
The elevator doors start to close... 
The light sensor sees an exiting man who has pushed through from the rear -- 
The soars open again. 
wait... 
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INT. HALL OF JUSTICE - MAIN LOBBY - DAY 119 


Kimble exits the elevator. 
, looking strai 
Forces himself not to run. 
Almost to the door -- 

AN ALARM! 


Everyone, cops and visitors freeze. 
Looking around, 

Everyone but Kimble... 

He's running for the door! 


EXT. HALL OF JUSTICE - PLAZA - DETROIT - DAY 120 
Kimble is one step outside...CLANG! 

The double doors electrically seal shut -- 

INT. HALL OF JUSTICE - MAIN LOBBY - DAY 121 
Gerard rushes out of elevator -- elbowing Pecos out of the way... 


Gerard races through the lobby -- gets to loor -- tries to open it -- 
Pulls out his P9, BLASTS the lock -- 


EXT. HALL OF JUSTICE - PLAZA - DETROIT - DAY 122 
Gerard runs out on the steps -- 
Looks at the streets beyond... 
Nothing but traffic. 
No sign of Kimble. 
TRANSITION. 


EXT. SOUTH DAKOTA HIGHWAY - SIX MONTHS LATER - 
SUNRISE 123 


The great plains stretching away forever. 
A MAN in the distance, on the horizon line -- 
Richard Kimble. : . 
A 2-day shadow beard, carries a battered suitcase... 
A big SEMI is coming, Kimble puts his thumb out, but the truck ROARS on -- 
Ang er big rig in the distance -- 
lows... 


EXT. GAS STATION - SOUTH DAKOTA- DAY 124 


A Peterbilt tractor-trailer stops, Kimble jumps down from the cab -- 
Walks toward the office. 
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INT. GAS STATION - OFFICE - DAY 


Kimble visible fhrongh the cracked, dirty windows as he approaches -- 
Sticks his head inside. 
big Amerean Gothic 200-pound WOMAN sits drinking a Coke. 


Wears cov 
Baseball cap. 
KIMBLE 
Morning. 
WOMAN 
Yup. 
KIMBLE 
Okay to use the restroom? 
WOMAN 
It's locked. Keys on the hook next to your 
head. 
KIMBLE 
Thanks. 
Takes the key off the nail. 
KIMBLE 
Do much business out here? 
WOMAN 
Nope. 


KIMBLE 
I was wondering if you needed any help? 
WOMAN 
What do you got in mind? 
KIMBLE 
I was just lookin' for a job. 


WOMAN 
Sorry. Don't need any help, 
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Kimble takes the news clipping from his coat, unfolds it, hands it to her -- 


126 INSERT - NEWSPAPER ARTICLE 
The headline reads: 


WOMAN ASSAULTED BY ONE-ARMED 
MAN AT DEADWOOD SERVICE STATION 
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127. KIMBLE-WOMAN ‘ 
The Woman stands, tosses the clipping back to Kimble. 


The bell rings. 


KIMBLE 

T'm looking for a man with one arm. 
WOMAN 

Yeah. 


KIMBLE . 
He hurt someone. Someone real close to me. 
Was your guy lean, about 6 feet...sandy hair? 


WO! 
He wasn't "my guy". 
KIMBLE 
Does that sound like him? 


: WOMAN 
He called himself Charlie -- He worked here. 
Except he wouldn't work. I caught him steali: 
He beat me up, grabbed my cash out of the 
register and took off. Drives a purple van. 


KIMBLE 
You know anything that's not in this article -- 
anything that would help me? 


WO! 
Cops didn't do shit. 


Did ithe eonee plots nipmber of hi 
1 Ou gC! Acense number oF his van, 
anythi pike that? y 


WOMAN 
That friend of yours Charlie hurt, was she a 
woman? 


: KIMBLE 
My wife. 


A car outside waits for service. 
A Highway Patrol car. 


WOMAN 
He hurt her bad? 


KIMBLE 
Yes, . 


The Woman tears open an envelope -- 
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WOMAN 
If it wasn't for junk mail and bills I wouldn't get 
no mail at all. 
She sees Kimble eyeing the Highway Patrol. 


WOMAN 
Moving on right away, huh? 
Pulls a phone bill off a nail, hands it to Kimble... 
WOMAN 
My phone bill came the other day. Got some 
calls here to Chicago. I don't know nobody in 
Chicago. Don't want to neither. 


Kimble moves to her, looking at the bill -- 


KIMBLE 
You think Charlie made these calls? 
He takes the bill from her hand. 


WOMAN 
oe it was him -- 93 dollars -- the son-of-a- 
rh eee 


She heads out to ip some Bas. 
Kimble again looks across at the Cops, then down to the envelope. 


INSERT - PHONE BILL 
Kimble's eyes follow the numbers down -- focus on 312-527-9073. 
TRANSITION. 


EXT. OVERHEAD - EL STATION - CHICAGO - NIGHT 


A train DOPPLERS by as Kimble enters a phone booth on the platform -- 


Drops a quarter. 


OPERATOR (V.O.) 
Operator. 


KIMBLE 
I've been trying to call 527-9073, The recorded 
message says the number is out of service. Can 
you check or a previous call-forward on that 


. _ OPERATOR (V.O.) 
No sir, only in police procedure or emergency. 
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Kimble waits... 
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KIMBLE 
Look, I'm a physician. That's an elderly 
patient's number and I've been out of town. If 
she's sick she might be at her friend's. She 
would never ever let her number go, 
unless...unless she... 


OPERATOR (V.O.) 
T'll check, please hold. 


Another train roars by -- 


OPERATOR (V.O.) 
i was a call-forward on that line, sir, 838- 


Hangs up -- dials 838-7572. 


WOMAN (V.O. 
Yeah. ee 


KIMBLE 
Charlie there? 


WOMAN (V.O.) 
Who wants to know? 


KIMBLE 
An old friend. 


Click. She hangs up. 
He quickly redials -- 


No, listen, di ea id he hit ? Did 
0, lis on't hang up. Did he hit you? Di 
he hurt you? Look, T'm after this guy 


Click. She hangs up again. 
Heredials. 


KIMBLE 
Be 3 plcaie, don't hang up. You're my only shot 
at him -- 


WOMAN wv 0). 
If you see the sonofabitch, tell him if he comes 
back around here I'll cut his goddamn heart out. 
Tell him don't think I won't do it. 


Kimble's mind races -- 


KIMBLE 
Did he beat you up? 
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tal WOMAN (V.O.) 
Who is this? You don't sound like nobody he'd 


ever know. 
- KIMBLE 
T have to find him. 
WOMAN (V.0.) 


That asshole -- why? 


KIMBLE 
You aren't the first woman he's beaten up -- 


KIMBLE 
If he came back and he killed you, you wouldn't 
be the first one. Please -- 


A long silence before The Woman speaks again. 


WOMAN (V.O.) 
Lincoln Park. There's this diner... 


EXT. LINCOLN PARK - ALL-NITE DINER - CHICAGO - NIGHT = 130 


Behind Kimble the seedy decaying southside. . 
Kimble watching the diner across the street, its damaged 30's neon flashing -- 
A Young Woman pauses at the diner entrance. 

Could this be her? . 

No -- a car picks her up, drives off... 

A car passing slowly, Kimble ducks back. 

A bus on 


Passing kids with a BOOM BOX -- 


Now -- a Black Woman with teased hair, stopping to look around before 
entering the diner... 


INT. LINCOLN PARK - ALL-NITE DINER - NIGHT 131 
DARLENE WATSON sits at corner booth... 
Staring into her coffee, she looks up to see Kimble standing there -- 


KIMBLE 
You know Charlie? 


DARLENE 
You ain't a cop? 


KIMBLE 
No. 
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DARLENE 
Bullshit. You look like one. 


KIMBLE 
Tm not the police. 


DARLENE : : 
You sure -- He'd come back and kill me if I 
went to a cop -- I wouldn't give him any more 
money. He hit me real 


KIMBLE 


I'm sorry. 


DARLENE 
Bullshit, you just want something. 


KIMBLE 
I want to stop him. 


DARLENE 
He could kill you. Easy. He's killed others. 
Told me he has. Believe it. 


Did te van tell'you hour billig 
ever te. ou about... a woman in 
Philadelphia? > 


DARLENE et dsshe . 
Bragged how he cut up some dude in Chino... in 
California. And a dealer he bumed, out in | 
Arizona or New Mexico, took his stash, buried 
him out in the desert. Never heard him talk 
about killing a woman. But he'd do it. 


KIMBLE 
You know his last name? 


DARLENE 
Hevuees different ones. He lies. He lies all the 
e. 


KIMBLE 
He's still here in Chicago? 
Maybe he's alre: aH ARLENE T just kn 
a e's alrea it, I dunno. I just know 
where he might be. ais 
KIMBLE 
Where? 


DARLENE 
T don't tell you, maybe I could save your life. 
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KIMBLE 
If I don't find him, I don't have one. 


DARLENE 
Why? 


KIMBLE 
T think he killed my wife. 


P DARLENE. 
Convention Center. About a mile from here. 
That's why I met you here. If you really got the 
guts to go after him. Last day of the Jeweler's 
convention. He said he was gonna work it 
heading down South -- He said Houston -- 
Sometimes Be talked about Shreveport. I don't 
e lies... 


KIMBLE 
Why the Jeweler's convention? 


DARLENE 
He rolls somebody ated a gold Rolex and 
carrying a briefcase full of jewelry -- You got 
time -- walk them parking lots, you might find 
his van. He's got a purple one... 


Kimble gets up to leave; she grabs his hand as he rises -- 


She opens her 


DARLENE 
Listen, honey, suppose you find him? What're 


you gonna do? 
KIMBLE 
Assuming it's the right guy, I'll turn him over to 
the police. 
DARLENE 
All by yourself? 


KIMBLE 
Tm alone. 


DARLENE 
You better have a little help. 
Ise. 


Covertly pushes @ tiny Colt .25 ACP into his palm -- 


LENE 
Ain't much but it works... 


KIMBLE 
I don't want to kill him. 
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DARLENE 
Don't be dumb. Give him a chance, Charlie's 
gonna kill you and laugh about it later -- 
A moment -- then he slips the stubby little Colt into his coat pocket -- walks off. 


ION CENTER - PARKING LOT - CHICAGO - 


NIG 132 
Kimble walks the aisles of cars... 

He stops, seeing a purple van in corner slot -- 

EXT. - CONVENTION CENTER - EXITS - CHICAGO - NIGHT 133 


CHARLIE, the One-Armed Man, comes out of the building, aggressively 
pushing through the CROWD. 
EXT. CONVENTION CENTER PARKING LOT - NIGHT 134 


Charlie reaches his van, other cars pulling out... 
Starts to unlock the driver's side door. 


KIMBLE (0.C.) 
Tur around. 


Charlie turns, scanning the emptying lot behind him. 
Kimble steps out from behind the rear of the van. 
CHARLIE 
You want something with me? 
Kimble recognizes the One-Armed Man from that night two years before. 


The recognition hits him like a punch to the gut. 
Charlie raises his hook, his smile widening -- 


Hey, if it t 
, if you're trying to roll some , you jus 
ed the erode iHotherfucker. eeteens 
Kimble pulls the little .25 Colt. 


KIMBLE 
You don't know who I am, do you? 
Charlie isn't fazed by the little pistol, but he frowns at Kimble's face. 


CHARLIE 
Yeah, I know you from someplace...Soledad? 
Maybe Chino? 


KIMBLE 
Philadelphia. 
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Never been there. 
KIMBLE 
ieee Kimble. She was my wife. You killed 
er. 
Charlie advances, his hook band held low... 


CHARLIE 
I'm gonna cut you up, and stuff that popgun up 
your ass. 


KIMBLE 
I don't want to shoot you -- 


CHARLIE 
Cause you're too nice, doctor. Bet you never 
even been cut before -- 


KIMBLE 
Doctor -- you know who I am -- 


Leek iit raion ag tiny Colt out of Kimble's hand. 
Then Charlie raddenty ah stabs Kimble in the chest with his hook. 

FRE Point oing inchés deep -- Kimble goes to his knees in pain -- 
Charli pulls back -- grins, waving the hook. 


CHARLIE 
What're you gonna do, doctor? You can't shoot 
me. av ut me. wou got nothin’. You'll never 


be free...but me, I Be ‘cause I don't give a 
shit, I can go anywhere, do anything to anybody. 
Charlie moves in win the hook. 
rab ble staggers to his feet. 
me ducks under the slash -- 
Throws a punch -- 
Charlie sel back by a fist in the face, almost falling -- 
RENT-A-COP (0.C.) 
Hey! You two! 


FAT RENT-A-COP as his FLASHLIGHT SWEEPS the van, freezing 
Charlie and Kimble -- 
Charlie slams Kimble with Laren dropping him again. 


Kimble holding his wounded 
Charlie runs to the y: 
Climbs quickly behind the wheel... 
RENT-A-COP (0.C.) 
Stop! Hey! 


The van engine starts 
Burns rubber straight back at Kimble. 
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He rolls away from the accelerating SCREAMING van tires -- 
Rent-a-Cop loses his flashlight, almost hit by the wildly veering van -- 
The van's taillights disa around a corner, Charlie's gone... 
fient-a-cop picks himself up off the tarmac. 


ooks around. 
Sees no sign of Kimble -- 


INT. NIGHTCLUB - BAR - SOUTH SIDE - CHICAGO - NIGHT 


Late hour. 
Sparse crowd. : 
Ive piece band laying down some blues. 


INT. MEN'S ROOM - NIGHTCLUB - BAR - NIGHT 


Kimble, jacket off, peels away his shirt -- 
jagged wound visible. 
He s with pain, 


INT. NIGHTCLUB - BAR - NIGHT 


TWO BLACK MEN in an animated conversation with the Bartender. 
They head for the back -- 
Pass the band... ‘ 


INT. HALL - NIGHTCLUB - BAR - NIGHT 


The two black men come down the corridor. 
Enter the men's room. 
One takes the . 
The other tries the stall. 
The door's stuck. 
e shakes it... 


KIMBLE'S VOICE 
Hey, c'mon... 


MAN #1 
Sorry, brother. 


He goes back to wait on his buddy at the urinal. 
Sees blood dripping under the stall door -- 


MAN #1 
Hey, you all right in there... 


He goes to the stall door. 
This time it opens to reveal Kimble... 


MAN #1 
What's the problem? 
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KIMBLE 
It's okay -- 


MAN #1 
You look like you been cut, man. Or stabbed or 
somethin’....You want an ambulance? You need 
a doctor, man. 


No. I am a doctor -- 
Kimble decides to take a chance on them. 
vere 


I could use some help -- I can give you some 
money. T got a hundred and fifty bucks in my 
w 


MAN #2 
Hey, man. Give us a break. We ain't lookin’ 
for your money. 


INT. GHETTO APARTMENT BUILDING - NIGHT 


Kimble and the two men climb a dark tenement stairwell to an apartment. 


8 o! fie men Euocks on the door. a hee nih 
pened by a WOMAN throwing a robe over her nightgown. 
Surprised when she sees Kimble : 
MAN #1 
This guy got stuck pretty good -- 
WOMAN 
Who cut him up? 
MAN #1 
I don't know nothin' about it -- better ask him. 
KIMBLE 
I'm a doctor. I can take care of my wound with 
a little help. 
She makes way -- 


Kimble enters. 
Followed by the two men. 


KIMBLE 
I need a razor, a needle and thread... 


WOMAN 
What do you think this is? Why don't you go to 
some hospital. 


KIMBLE 
Because of the police. I'm in trouble. 
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WOMAN 
Well -- I ain't no friend of the police. 


MAN 41 
Me neither. 


INT. GHETTO APARTMENT KITCHEN - LATER - NIGHT 140 


The four of them sit around the table. 
Kimble has his shirt off. ; i 

He's disinfecting the makeshift tools in the boiling water. 
He takes the razor in his right hand. 

Shaves wound. 


Wo 
Anything I can do? 


KIMBLE 
If you've got some rubbing alcohol... 


WOMAN 
I got some vodka. 


KIMBLE 
Okay. That'll be fine. 


The Woman comes back with a bottle from the freezer. 
Kimble's bie from pain and concentration. 

he grabs a towel... : 
Wipes the perspiration from Kimble's face. ay 8 
Kimble pours part of his vodka onto the wound, disinfecting it. 
Takes a match, lights the wound. 
Fs-s-s-s-s) 
He cries out in pain. 


MAN #41 
Jesus. God damn! 


Then Kimble takes a needle. 

Tries to thread it. : 

The Woman takes it from him. 

Threads it and hands it back. . , 
Kimble then sutures the wound closed in three stitches. 
Cuts off the end. It's closed. Not bleeding. 


: MAN #1 
That ain't a bad piece of work. 


MAN #2 
You're all right, man. 


The Woman now pours out four shots of vodka. 
Kimble raises his glass. 
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KIMBLE 
So are you. All of you. Thanks. 


Smiles. 
And this time he drinks the shot. 
TRANSITION. 


EXT. CITY STREET - OAKLAND - ONE MONTH LATER- DAY 141 


A garbage dumpster truck rolls by -- revealing a four-man sewer crew 
wor! at an open manhole. . 

Down the street, a black Oldsmobile approaches... __ 

An AGENT steps into street, cautioning the Oldsmobile with a "Slow" sign. 
Gerard gets a look as the Oldsmobile creers by: a male driver -- JUNIO! 
MACKEY and a female passenger -- G! TYNER. 

AN AGENT lays out a city sewer Eup, . 

But the unfolding map reveals N.C.LC. Fugitive photos... 


GERARD 
Gloria Tyner -- that's a positive ID. 


. AGENT 
Driver is Junior Mackey. That's a positive. 
Down the street -- the Oldsmobile enters a house garage. 
An Agent hefts two slide-hammers out of truck — 
Gerard adjusts his second chance vest, pulling the velcro straps -- 


GERARD 
Vest check? 


mag (QGENT /AGENT /AGENT /AGENT 
S| S, 
Check, Preces EP) Heck. 


Gerard looks across the way. : 
Sees an unmarked police car roll up. 


GERARD 

There's our backup. Now we're legal. He's a 

killer, she's his girl, harboring a wanted felon -- 

both to be considered armed and dangerous. 
EXT. HOUSE - OAKLAND - DAY 142 
Tie iran moves into a standard front/back split -- ducking windows, P9's 
ready. 

Gerard's nod, the Agent rotates a slide-hammer screw into the dead-bolt. 

He slowly, quietly, pulls back the slide-hammer weight... 
INT. HOUSE - OAKLAND - DAY 143 
Reading a newspaper alone at kitchen table, Mackey freezes, hearing a 
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SCRATCH at the door lock... : 
He drops down, picking up an 870 with 10-round extended mag as: 


The DEAD-BOLT SPLINTERS out and the door is kicked in -- 


Mackey PUMPFIRES the 870, running out the TEN 12-GAUGE rounds -- 
BLOWING OUT the door-frame -- ; 

An Agent comes in high, Gerard low, rolling and -- 

The Agent taking a chest-hit which sets him back as Gerard TRIPLE-TAPS his 


‘Takes Mackey out with two in the body, one in the head, 
The Agent is quickly back up, peeling flattened buckshot off his vest... 


POV WITH GERARD 


Eerie silence now, as... . 

and an Agent work through the rear of house, securing rooms. 
Gerard kicks open a last bedroom door -- 
Tyner, unarmed, heading for the open window... 


GERARD 
Federal Marshal -- ! 


Tyner freezes, eyes hunting, looks at the window... 


GERARD 
Stop thinking -- hands high! 
Her hands begin slowly to obey, but not her eyes -- 


GERARD 
Cuff her. 


The Agent a her cuffs, starts forward. 
The sight of 


‘3 makes Tyner bolt -- she leaps for window -- 
Ge: instantly FIRES, LE-TAPPING his P9. 


Two to the bo iy one to the head. 
Tyner's stunned face impacts the floor, eyes staring... 


The Agent stands there -- totally stunned. 
Another Agent looks into the room. | 
ard still has his gun on Tyner. 
GERARD 
I said cuff her., Do it... 


Hyperventilating, the Agent handcuffs the body... 
Handling her limp wrists, she stops -- 


AGENT 
No vital signs... 
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INT. LIVING ROOM - LATER - DAY 
Coroner and Police Forensics doing crime scene reports. 
the phone: 


GERARD 
Four o'clock flight -- Puts me back in 
Philadelphia by eleven. Right. That's good. 
you. 


He hangs up, sees the Agent that cuffed Tyner — 
She sits alone, outside cn the front porch... 


EXT. FRONT PORCH - OAKLAND - DAY 
Gerard steps outside. 


GERARD 
Tell me, 


AGENT 
How about a little over-zealous on the use of 
force? 


GERARD 
She made a move for the window. 


AGENT 
We had the whole place bottled up. She wasn't 
going anywhere. 


The front garden has been trammeled by the police... 
Gerard begins replanting an uprooted camellia. 


as GERARD 
What is it? The fact she was a woman. The fact 
that she was black? The fact she was unarmed? 
Or the fact that she took it in the back? 


AGENT 
Yeah. All of it. 


¢ : GERARD 
Simple point of procedure. You've drawn down 
on a fugitive, You provide a chance to 
surrender. If the fugitive doesn't take it, the law 
then obliges the use of deadly force. You shoot 
to stop, you shoot for the center of body mass. 
Doesn't matter which way she was sain. It's 
not right. It's not wrong. It's just procedure. 
It's law enforcement. 


He stands, smacks the dirt from his hands. 
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GERARD 
We're gardeners. Sometimes we seed, 


sometimes we weed. 
TRANSITION. 
EXT, OPEN WATER - ATCHAFALAYA - LOUISIANA - SIX 
MONTHS LATER - DAY 
A small fishing boat makes its way across the bayou. 
Framed by hanging moss, huge cypress trees. 
EXT. DECK - FISHING BOAT - DAY 
BEN BOUCHET at the tiller -- 
Kimble, in shi 


, in shirt sleeves, working with two other deck hands, sweating in 


the Louisiana sun... 


They empty crawfish traps -- dumping the contents in an open hold... 


Then send the vacant traps back over the side. 
Kimble looks at his hands, 
Blistered, small cuts, puffy, red -- 


QLD CAJUN 
Guess you won't play the piano again, huh fella? 


Ben kicks the engine over, brings the craft about -- points... 
_ _ BOUCHET 
(to Kimble) . 
Around dat bend, we get to Bienville... Just 
over dere. 
The fishing boat makes for the far shore. 


EXT. SMALL DOCK - BIENVILLE - DAY 


The fishing boat is now tied be to the short pier. 
Several men are sacking crawtish. 
Kimble and Ben stand nearby -- move up the dock... 


BOUCHET 
They be done maybe half hour. Man come find 
you -- give you money. 


Enter the smail village. 
An old pick-up parked nearby. 


BOUCHET 
You find Tante TeMeyne at her son, Gaby - 
over dere. House with red door. You just 
knock, they take good care of you. 


They reach the truck -- 
An Old Cajun behind the wheel. 
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Ben gets inside. 
BOUCHET 
This my brudder. We go Catahoula -- see 
Mama. Be back in morning. Big Boucherie 


tonight. You have fun. Okay. You give me 
nOpry in morming. Tante LéMoyne - she over 
re. 


The pick-up pulls away. 


EXT. FRONTAGE - BIENVILLE - DAY 149 
One dirt street bordering the open water. 
Kimble moves among the low buildings, stores, houses. 


Abandoned fishing equipment 
loned fishing equi bis 
Boatshells. on 


EXT. RAMSHACKLE HOUSE - BIENVILLE - DAY 150 


Kimble knocks on a door covered with dull peeling red paint. | 
Pulled open by GABY LEMOYNE, a rough looking man wearing coveralls. 


GABY 
Yeah? 
KIMBLE 
Td like to see Tante LeMoyne, If.I could -- 
Gets a scowl. 
KIMBLE 
I inst got here ona fishing boat. Ben Bouchet 
told me I could find Tante LeMoyne here. 
GABY 
Where Ben? 
KIMBLE 
He went to Catahoula. He wanted to see his 
mother -- 
Gaby considers a moment. 
Stands aside. 
INT. RAMSHACKLE HOUSE - BIENVILLE - DAY 151 
Kimble led through a small living room -- into the kitchen. 


‘ GABY 
You wait here. 
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As he moves into the next room. 
ae looks around, 


ILD MAN seated at a rickety table, looks at him, then returns to playing 
dominoes. 


Boili ts on an old wood stove. 
CAJUN'MUSIC on the radio. 

He moves to the sink -- 

Begins to wash his hands. 


GABY (V.O. 
She see you. oe 


Kimble tums, a very old woman enters, TANTE LEMOYNE... 
She immediately begins to attend to the cooking. 
TANTE 
What you want me for? 


KIMBLE 
I'm looking for your brother. 
TANTE 
I got lots of brothers. 
KIMB. 
Orel. His name's Orel. 


TANTE 
My little brother. He twenty year younger. He 
not here. 


KIMBLE 

Ben Bouchet sent me. He knows your brother -- 
TANTE 

I know Ben Bouchet, He good man. 


KIMBLE 
Nobody can find your brother back in St. 
Charles. I need to talk to him. Ben told me 
you'd know where he is -- 


She turns and looks at him. 


You a policeman? 


KIMBLE 
No. 


Reaches into his pocket, pulls out a small object. 
ring. 
Helen Kimble's wedding ring, 
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KIMBLE 

I found this ring in a pawnshop in Houston, The 
Rawnahop owner told me brother sold him 


s ring. This is my wife's wedding ring. 
Holds it close to her. 


TANTE 

Many rings alike. How you be sure? 
KIMBLE 

My wife's initials are on the band. See? 


TANTE 
I can't see. My eyes not so good. 


A knock behind Kimble -- he turns. 

Faces two big, raw-boned men wearing uniforms. 

Both with huge gunfighter moustaches -- cowboy hats... 
Both wearing badges. ae 

The Sheriff's in his 50's, the deputy, LEE ROY, in his 30's... 


SHERIFF 
That your boat out there tied up at the dock? 


KIMBLE 
I work on it. I don't own it. A fella named Ben 
Bouchet does. 


S$ 
What kind of work? 


KIMBLE 
I signed on in St, Charles. He agreed to bring 
me ¥ ie Atchafalaya if I helped him swamp 
crawfish, 


SHERIFF 
Where is he? 


KIMBLE 
He went up to Catahoula. Went to see his 
mother. 


SHERIFF 
re son...You're under arrest. Cuff him, Lee 
oy. . 


LEE ROY 
Right, sir. 


KIMBLE 
Wait. -- What's the problem? 
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SHERIFF. 
You boys are way over the limit, Must have 
fifteen hundred pounds of crawfish out there. 
This ain't like the old days fella, when you can 
just fish as much as you want. Won't be nothin' 


Tad’ugery; ‘Tlie boot Bent didiit 
m . at Ow. n di Ey: ) 
anyéring sbout — 3 


SHERIFF 
Oh shit, who you foolin' son? Ben Bouchet's the 
biggest damn poacher around here. 
EXT. RAMSHACKLE HOUSE - BIENVILLE - DAY 
As Kimble is escorted out in handcuffs... 
Lee Roy pulls the back door of the police cruiser open -- 
LEE ROY 
You don't look real happy, fella...maybe you 
ain't used to bein’ arrested. What's your name? 
KIMBLE 
Jack. 
LEE ROY 
Jack What? Jack Shit? 
A chesty laugh from Lee Roy. 
SHERIFF 
Lee Roy, just get him in the goddamn car and 
drive. 
LEE ROY 
Right, sir. 
Kimble gets in the back seat. 


Lee Roy slams the door closed. 
Gets in behind the 


wheel. 
The Sheriff sticks his head through the open window next to Kimble. 


SHERIFF 
What'd you say your name was, son? 


KIMBLE 
Jack. Jack Stanton. 

s 
You ain't local are you? 


KIMBLE 
No. No, I'm not. 
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SHERIFF 
Got any I.D.? 
KIMBLE 
Sorry. I left it all back in St. Charles. 


Really? : 


KIMBLE 
Yes, sir. 
_ SHERIFF 
Well that's a darnn shame. Awful hard to prove 
who you are that way. 
Walks around the car and gets in. 
Lee Roy pulls away. 
153. INT. POLICE STATION - ST. MARTIN'S PARISH - DAY 
One large room, two cells in the back. 
Lee Roy finishes printing Kimble. 
Hands him a tissue to dry his hands. 
The seated across the way, reading a newspaper. 
LEE ROY 


There you go. off with this... You want to 
calla Tewyer? id 


KIMBLE 
I don't really know anybody around here. 
LEE ROY 
Right. Just passin’ through. We heard that 
before. 
He escorts Kimble to the cell area in the back. 


SHERIFF 
Public Defender come by and see you on 


Monday. Plead ilty. You can pay a 
thousand dollar fine End on your way by 
Tuesday night. 
Kimble moves inside the cell. 
Roy turns the key -- 


KIMBLE 
What pens if I can't pay, I don't have a 
thousand dollars. Ben hasn't paid me yet -- 


LEE ROY 
Well then, fella, you got a real problem. 
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SHERIFF 
Six months on the work farm. You can help 
keep the highways clean. 
Stands. 


SHERIFF 
Jimmy, I'm goin' on to lunch over at Mama 
[eons — you see to it you fax those prints on to 


LEE ROY 
Right, sir. 
= the Sheriff walks out, the Deputy picks up Kimble's prints and moves to the 
‘ax machine. 
Kimble watching him -- his eyes wander to the wall -- pictures of wanted 
criminals -- some photos -- some drawings. 
KIMBLE_ 
Where do you guys get the drawings? 
LEE ROY 


Them wanted posters? Some are local, some are 
F.B.I, some are state. 


KIMBLE 
No, I mean just the drawings. Who does them? 


LEE ROY 
What's the matter, you never watch TV? 
Sometimes it's a police artist, sometimes we give 
a witness an ident-a-kit... 


Continues running paper through the fax. 
LEE ROY 


These damn faxes are t. Go right throu; 
to Baton Rouge and Washington. on en 


KIMBLE 
How long before you hear back? 


LEE ROY : 
If you've been a bad boy, well know about it in 
three or four hours. Six tops. 


KIMBLE 
You have one of those ident-a-kits around here? 


LEE ROY 
Sure. 


KIMBLE 
Can I use it? 
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LEE ROY 
Why? 
KIMBLE 
Fhought maybe I could make up the face of a 
friend of mine. 


LEE ROY 
They ain't some kid's toy ya’ know. 


KIMBLE 
Come on, What's it going to hurt? You already 
have me locked up. 
Lee Roy shrugs, goes to a file cabinet -- 
Lifts an ident-a-kit off the top. 
Walks it over to Kimble. 
LEE ROY 
Okay. But you don't mess it up. Right? 
Kimble takes the book fhrough the bars -- sits on the cot. 
Lee Roy turns on the TV, a ball game. 
Opens a paper bag, takes out a sandwich. 
Kimble opens the book -- 
Begins to piece together a face. 
EXT. POLICE STATION - ST. MARTIN'S PARISH - NIGHT 
The battered pick-up stops in front of the building. 
Ben Bouchet Peis ont, sing with Gaby LeMoyne. 
INT. KIMBLE'S CELL - POLICE STATION - NIGHT 


Kimble still working with the Ident-a-kit. 


INSERT - IDENT-A-KIT 
The face now resembles Charlie, the One-Armed man... 


KIMBLE 
Looks up as the door opens to the police station -- He sees Ben enter. 


BEN 
Tante LeMoyne son come get me, say Tante . 
LeMoyne want me get you out of jail. I got to 
go back to Catahoula -- 
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INT. POLICE STATION 
Ben crosses to the Sheriff's desk — 
BEN 
Hey, Bill, I think you got wrong fella. He just 
work for me. 
SHERIFF 
Well, fine, Ben, no problem. I'll let him out 
and put you in the cell. But since - he's been 
charged he's still gonna have to go see the judge. 
BEN 
How much da fine, Bill? 


SHERIFF 
Thousand bucks. 


BEN 
How about I give you fifteen hundred, we forget 
the whole thing, okay? 

SHERIFF 
Well, I suppose we can work something out. 
Lee Roy, you can let that fella out of the cell. 


Lee Roy crosses to Kimble's cell -- turns the key. 


KIMBLE 
Thanks. You mind if I use your xerox machine? 


Td like to make a copy of this -- 
Shows him the picture. 
LEE ROY 
What for? 


KIMBLE 
It's for a friend. He'll get a big kick out of it. 
Lee Roy looks over at the Sheriff. 


SHERIFF 
Sure. Go ahead. 


They move to the xerox. 
_ DEPUTY 
How many copies? 
BEN - SHERIFF 
Ben laying out the cash. 
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SHERIFF 
Where'd you pick this guy up, Ben? 


BEN 
St. Charles. He want to come up and see Tante 
LeMoyne brother -- He good fella. 


SHERIFF : 

Who's that. Orel? He's a worthless skunk. 
BEN 

No. This fella. He good worker. 


KIMBLE 
No. I need to get back to Bienville. I have to 
talk some moré with Tante LeMoyne. 


EXT. BIENVILLE - MAIN STREET - NIGHT 


The pick"up stops halfway down the dimly-lit roadway. 
Open water shining in the moonlight beyond. 

One buildin is bn ay Htamimated from within -- 

The sound of C. 


INT. PICK-UP 
The three men look off. 
BEN 
Over dere. Boucherie. Brerybody be in dere 
tonight. Tante LeM be in dere...I see you 
tomorrow monng: 2 orry yous get Pe in ae 
These things, they Maybe 
money I owe you. ‘be you wae 10 E Pp ay in 
. card game tonight. 


He counts out some money from the roll he has in his pocket. 


BEN 
Okay. One thousand dollars. Ya don't lose it, 
okay? 


KIMBLE 
Thanks, Ben. 


Kimble and panty. get out of the truck, head for the building. 
Ben drives off. 

INT. BUILDING - BOUCHERIE - BIENVILLE - NIGHT 
Mune, dancin iD, crawfish, jembala a, alcohol... 

Two uundred C F ond a 4 


ayuns having a g 
Rcd undred stands at the entrance, ele te ‘taken aback -- 
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GABY 


You pass you a good time. Lesse les boutemps 
roules. You cat you drink. s 


KIMBLE 
Ineed to see Tante LeMoyne. 


GABY 
She around. You pass a good time. 
He drifts off. 
Kimble moves out into the building. 
An Old Woman hands him a beer. 
A GIRL grabs him, they begin to dance -- 
KIMBLE 
Ineed to see Tante LeMoyne -- 
CAJUN GIRL 
She be here. 
KIMBLE 
Right. But where? It's important. 
CAJUN GIRL | 
Maybe in back, I don't know. Maybe in back. 


KIMBLE 
Thanks. Thanks for the dance. 


He stops dancing... 

Moves off to the back. 

The band plays faster -- Ocarina, guitar, fiddle, accordian, jaw harp, triangle —- 
lead singer... 


INSERT - FAX MACHINE - POLICE STATION - ST. MARTINS - 
NIGHT 162 
A printout coming through -- 
Kimble's picture appears. 
Fingerprints. 

harge sheet. 
LEE ROY 163 


Tears off the sheet. 
Checks it for 2 moment -- 
Whistles. 


LEE ROY 
Hey, Bill. I think we got something here. 
The Sheriff looks up from his paperwork. 
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SHERIFF 
What's that? 
LEE ROY ° 
That fella we had locked up today. He's wanted 
for murder. 
SHERIFF 
No shit? 


INT. BOUCHERIE BUILDING - BIENVILLE - NIGHT 
Kimble at the rear. 
Talking to a CAJUN WOMAN. 
CAJUN WOMAN 
ne don't feel good. She through there. She be 
sick -- 
KIMBLE 
I need to see her, it's important... 
CAJUN WOMAN 
That door, over dere. 
INT. BACK ROOM - BOUCHERIE BUILDING - NIGHT 
Kimble a the door from the main room. 
Tante LeMoyne. has been put in an old brass bed. 
Two Women attend to her. 
Compresses, towels, glass of water... 
Tante LeMoyne. 
The Women look spprebensively at him. 
Tante LeMoyne feebly waves him over... 


TANTE 
I gimee too much. I drink too much. I'm too 
old. 


Tante LeMo: rr t B 
: Tan ou sent a man to get Ben, get 
me out of fail. 1 t think you want to fell me e 


something, yes? 


TANTE 
I don't want you mad at my brother, 
Everybody say he no good, but he okay. Just 
wild, 
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KIMBLE 
Tm not angry at your brother. I just want to 
know where he got the ring -- 


TANTE 
He not steal it. He win it in card game. Here. 
Six month ago. Man ran out of money. He lost 
jewelry. Rings. Ne . 


Kimble shows her the xerox picture -- 


KIMBLE 
Is this the man? 


TANTE 
He have one arm. I think his name Char-ley... 


Kimble stands, goes to the window, looks out. 
The door opens behind him -- 

A man comes in, whispers to Tante LeMoyne. 
Looks at Kimble a moment, then walks back out. 


TANTE 
Police call on phone. They on their way here. 
They look for you. 


Kimble moves back to Tante LeMoyne -- 


KIMBLE 
They think I'm a criminal. I'm not. I'm 
inndcent. 


TANTE LEMOYNE 
I believe you. 


KIMBLE 
This is very important, Tante LeMoyne. Did 
the One-Atmed Man asy where be ceea headed? 
Does your brother know where he went? 


. TANTE 
Mexico. He went to Mexico. My brother go 
with Two month ago, we get letter. From 
Boverument man in Mexico. Say my brother 
le 


ad. 
KIMBLE 
T'm sorry. 
TANTE 
Letter say somebody stab him. 


KIMBLE 
T've got to leave -- Do you remember where in 
Mexico? Was there a postmark -- 
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TANTE 
T still have letter. I keep it. 
seks in French to one of the women. 
She hands Tante LeMoyne a large battered purse. 
TANTE 
I keep letter to keep my brother close to me. 
She pulls a crumpled letter out of the purse. 


TANTE 
You look at this. Then you go. Quick. 
TRANSITION. 


EXT. MAIN STREET - BIENVILLE - NIGHT 166 


Three police cars pull up -- 
The Sheriff gets out of the lead car -- 


SHERIFF 
You fellas fan out. Lee Roy, let's you and me 
go on in the dance -- 


LEE ROY 
Right, sir. 


They head into the Boucherie building. 


INT. BOUCHERIE BUILDING - NIGHT 167 


Dancing and music still going full bore --_ 
The Sheriff and Lee Roy slowly make their way through the dancers... 
Guns in their hands, held low at their sides, trying to be unobtrusive... 
But the band and the dancers notice -- 
Snddenly everyting f vey qui 

U1 eve! is ve t. 
The Sheriff turns to the crowd. 


SHERIFF 
Just lookin’ for that fella that came in with Ben 
Bouchet. 


(in French) 
What you want? 


SHERIFF 
Just lookin’ for that fella? I called on the phone. 
You seen him. Right? 


No response. 
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Ss 
Gaby? You seen him. 
Gaby edges through the crowd. 


GABY 
He in back with Tante LeMoyne. 
The Sheriff and Lee Roy head for the back... 


INT. BACK ROOM - BOUCHERIE BUILDING - NIGHT 168 


The Sheriff se tne Goce = gun ready.,, 
Sees Tante Le nen bed 
No sign of Kimb 


SHERIFF 
Where is he? 


(in French)" 
What you want? 


The Sheriff turns, looks -- 
An open window... 


TRANSITION. 
EXT. DIRT ROAD - HIGH DESERT - CHIHUAHUA - DAY 169 


Mexico. 
brutal cou bul 
A Bath Paeaeab let-nosed bus be groans along the dry countryside -- 


gear box WHININ G, engine spitting -- 


INT. MEXICAN BUS - DAY 170 


Peons, Suceeas, a swarthy and sweaty driver trying to hold his vehicle 
on the dirt hi Way 

Kimble near the back. 

He stares out at the miles of sagebrush visible through the dirty window -- 


EXT. SAN LUIS - CHIHUAHUA - DAY 171 


An old colonial city set deep in the arid mountains -- built on two distinct 
elevations: The town below, with its wide spread of f crumbling adobe buildings, 
and an upper elevation on which stands an ayuntamiento built in the days 

of former civic glory. 
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EXT. STREET - SAN LUIS - DAY 172 
A fiesta is in Progress. . . ; 
Peasants, drunks, kids with firecrackers, trumpets blaring, merchants hawking 


No tourists... : 
The bus grinds up through the ruts in the dirt street, comes to a stop... 


INT. MEXICAN BUS - SAN LUIS - DAY 173 
As the vehicle empties... 

Kimble grabs his battered suitcase from the overhead rack. 

Follows the peons out —- 

EXT. CITY STREET - SAN LUIS - DAY 174 


A battered taxi races by, almost hitting anyone in the way. 

It careens up the steep road leading to the ayuntamiento's courtyard. 

Nearby, the sound of firecrackers exploding -- . ane 

On the crowded street, Kimble passes a group of Indians playing dissonant 
music on wooden pipes... 

Aa he passes near one of the stalls -- 

A PEON WOMAN (SOLEDAD) notes him -- her eyes follow the tall gringo as 
he moves off through the crowd. 


EXT. AYUNTAMIENTO - COURTYARD - SAN LUIS - DAY 175 


As Kimble works his way across the square through the crowd -- 
He walks to the fountain, looks off at the city. 


The bus is visible on the street below. 

Across the courtyard, he can see a young mother nursing a child. 

The mother is not more than fifteen...a small child plays at her bare feet. 
INT. AYUNTAMIENTO - CANTINA - SAN LUIS - DAY 176 
Jammed with revelers. 

The fiesta atmosphere... 
Raucous RANCHERO MUSIC from the band... 
KIMBLE 


Moves to the rail. 
Catches the BARTENDER'S eye. 


KIMBLE 
Cerveza. 


177 


178 


179 


180 


181 


4/12/91 


INT. BACK OF CANTINA - THE ONE-ARMED MAN 
Charlie in a card game with three Mexican toughs -- 

He looks up -- sees Kimble at the bar. 

BAR 

Kimble nurses his beer. 

Oblivious to the fiesta spirit around him. 

Oblivious to Charlie in the back. ; 
He takes a piece of paper from his pocket -- unfolds it -- 
INSERT - PAPER 

The Ident-a-kit drawing of the One Armed Man. 


REAR OF CANTINA - CHARLIE 

He whispers something to the TOUGH next to him. 
Slips him some money. 

KIMBLE 

Flags down the Bartender. 


KIMBLE 
Perdoname. Mira...speak English? 
The Bartender shakes his head. 


KIMBLE 
I'm looking for a man... 


Holds up the drawing -- 


KIMBLE 
He's got one-arm. Uno brazo. 


Suddenly Kimble is whirled around. 
Faces the Tough that Charlie gave money to -- 


_ TOUGH 
(in Spani 


82. 


Who do you think you are, man? What are you 


doing here? No gringo: 


Shoves ems 
Shoves him ag: 
The crowd gathers around the prospective fight -- 
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182. IN THEBACK 


Charlie mo for the exit -- 
Sul ataeen Eline 
slips out... 


183 ATTHEBAR 
The Tough shoves Kimble again. 


an Spanish) 
Take off, man. We don't want you around here! 


KIMBLE 
I think there's a mistake. I don't know you. 


Sp A a 
anis! : 
Take of) gringo. 


Resbie van can't ‘help himself. 
Sin him in return. 
Knocks him back nto i crowd. 
The Tough a pul ng 
Advance: 
Suddenly! °A ‘GUNSHOT... 


A'PEDEIATE has fired into the ceiling, 
fie steps forward. 


_FEDERALE 


What's thus bout! 


He ine a fight aa ith me. He said things about 
my family. 


nS en Ra 
Not true! pn. Spani gringo was having a beer. Not 
doing nothing wrong. This crazy guy comes up, 
pushes him. ed a knife. 


The Federale looks at the Tough -- then at Kimble. 
Then to a member of the crowd. 


FEDERALE 
(in Spanish) 
Is true? 
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The Man nods. 
The Federale goes to the Tough. 
Slaps him across the face. 
‘akes the knife. 


game ting cuffs on. 
Pooks tuck Ss Rerebae — 
FEDERALE 
Senor. I advise you, take off. Hokay? 
Kimble nods. 
Grabs the One Armed Man drawing and his suitcase. 
Looks at the Bartender -- 
KIMBLE 
Thanks. Muchas Gracias. 
Moves off through the crowd. 


EXT. STREET - SAN LUIS - DAY 


Kimble inughing, in the toed docket 
ee le ng nghing, drinking. oul singing. 


¢ FIELD offers a drink from a bottle. 


Rib oon tries to Sefuse and ask a question. 
The fone isn't hearing anything until Kimble has a drink. 
Finally he drinks. 
This seems to make the Man's 's day. 
He slaps Kimble on the back. 
Embraces him. 
Kimble asks him again. 


KIMBLE 
Hotel? Donde esta el hotel? 
CAMPESINO 
Hoel no hay, pero hay tenemos camas y comidas 


He stares 10 to a building down the street. 


Ai nays: ae CAMARSY CORIDAS - LA FONDA. 
the man, declines another drink. 


Maunble on to She entrance of La Fonda. 
EXT. HOTEL LA FONDA - SAN LUIS - DAY 
aia a DORING MAN'S to the entrance. 


fe: S ed oe a waiter. 
He's also the manager. 


gets up from a chair on the veranda -- 


BELTRAN 
Manda, senor. 
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KIMBLE 
Habla Ingles? 


A little. 


BELTRAN 


KIMBLE 
I was told I could get a room here. 


Beltran takes off his apron gestures for Kimble to precede him into the hotel. 


BELTRAN 
Of course. Bienvenido a La Fonda, senor. 


186 INT. LOBBY - HOTEL LA FONDA - SAN LUIS - DAY 


Fully fulfills the flea bag peauise of the outside. 
Beltran scurries behind the desk. 


BELTRAN 

You want a room by yourself, or just a bed? 
KIMBLE 

How much is a room by myself? 
BELTRAN 

Ten thousand pesos... 
KIMBLE 

I've only got dollars. 


BELTRAN 
Five dollars. 


KIMBLE 
Tl take it. 


Beltran opens what passes for the register. 
Hands Kimble a registration card, 


BELTRAN 
Tf you don't mind to pay cash. We don't take the 
credit cards, 


Kimble gives him a ten. 


BELTRAN 
Hf you don't mind please to sign the registration, 
fics 


KIMBLE 
Houston, Jim Houston. Why don't you forget the 
registration and keep the change? 
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Soledad appears in the doorway -- 
Anxious rit afraid. sf 
BELTRAN 
Que haces aui? Que quieres? 
SOLEDAD 
Es Norteamericano este senor, no? 


BELTRAN 
Y a ti que te importa? 


She ignores Beltran and approaches Kimble. 
SQLEDAD 


Perdon senor, mi hija esta muy enfermo, y el 
medico se fue... 


Beltran bolts out from behind the desk. 


BELTRAN 
Fuera! No molestas los clientes! Vayase! 


SOLEDAD 
(desperate) . 
Por , senor. El autobus va a salir y no tengo 
dinero para el ticket. Mi hija va a morir, si no 
puede ir a... 


BELTRAN 
Callate. Fuera. 
(to Kimble) 
I am very sorry, senor. 


Soledad is crying. 


KIMBLE 
What's the matter? What does she want? 


BELTRAN 
She wants dinero. 


SOLEDAD 
Pisaee My daughter is to die. I need money for 
us. 


Beltran is physically about to throw her out. 
KIMBLE 
Wait a minute. What's the matter with her 
daughter? 
BELTRAN 


I am very sorry to disturb you senor. She is not 
of the hovel. * 
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KIMBLE 
Wait. What's wrong with her daughter? I want 
to hear... 
Beltran resigns himself to answering this request. 
BELTRAN . ee, 
Shy says her daughter is very sick. She is going 
e. 


KIMBLE 
Why tell me? 


BELTRAN 
She thinks all gringos are rich. 


KIMBLE 
She needs money for the doctor? 


_ , BELTRAN . 
One doctor is in Vera Cruz for this week. The 
other doctor is drunk. She wants money to take 
ner daughter on the bus to see the doctor in 
yac. 


Soledad appears to have generally understood. 


SOLEDAD 
Por favor. 


KIMBLE 
Where is she? 


Soledad pulls Kimble by the arm -- 
BELTRAN 
Senor -- I don't think you will want to see this... 


EXT. BACK STREET - SAN LUIS - DAY 


Soledad's house -- : 

A wretched structure of corrugated iron and cardboard. 
One smons DEY 

Kimble follows her inside, 


INT. SOLEDAD'S HOUSE - SAN LUIS - DAY 


Dirt floor. 

Bed, table, chair, altar. 

A small girl in the bed. 

Chills, fever. 

A large gash on her arm. 

Infected, abscessed._ : ; 

Soledad holds the girl while Kimble looks at the wound. 
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KIMBLE 
How did she... 
pes for the words in 
ish) 
Como... 
SOLEDAD 
Lata. Fall down. Cut... 


KIMBLE 
(doesn't understand) 
Lata? No comprende. 
SOLEDAD 
Lata. No conozco la palabra en Ingles. 
She gets a can of something off the shelf. 
SOLEDAD 
Lata. Open. Fall down. Cut. Go Atoyac. Doctor. 
You give me two thousand pesos for bus? 
KIMBL 
How far away is Atoyac? 
She doesn't understand. 


KIMBLE 
Quanto...tiempo, Atoyac? 
SOLEDAD 
Seis, siete... horas. 
KIMBLE 
She could have gangrene by then. 
Soledad doesn't understand. 


KIMBLE 
Too far. No tiempo. I can fix. 


SOLEDAD 
You doctor? 


KIMBLE 
I can fix. Understand? 


She nods. 
KIMBLE 
Knife? You have a knife? 
He pantomimes ‘knife’. 
She produces a knife, 


He takes it to the primitive butane stove... 
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Tums up the flame. 
Sterilizes it. 

Tums back to the child. 


KIMBLE 
This is going to be very painful. You'll have to 


hold her. You unders' 
Soledad nods. 
Kimble bends over the girl. 
Touches the blade to her arm. 
As she SCREAMS... 
INT. SOLEDAD'S HOUSE - LATER - DAY 
Kimble wiping off the knife with a rag -- 
The Hie gi across the way -- tears in her eyes -- 
Her wound has been opened, drained and cleaned. 
KIMBLE 
Pharmacy? Farmacia? Here? 


SOLEDAD 
Si, farmacia. Hay. 


He writes a prescription on a piece of r. 
Hands it to her. Pisa 
Gives her some money. 


KIMBLE 
You go farmacia. Give. They give you 
medicine. Understand? Comprende? 
She does. 
KIMBLE 
I wait here. 
(smiles) 
She'll be all right. 
Kimble smiles at his patient as Soledad leaves. 
The little patient stares at him. 
For her, Kimble could be from Mars. 


EXT. STREET - SAN LUIS - NIGHT 
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INT. ROOM - HOTEL LA FONDA - SAN LUIS - NIGHT 


pubs looks in his wallet. 
Sixty dollars. 

He tacks a picture on the w 

The ident-a-kit drawing of ms One-Armed Man. 
Straddles the desk chai 


plates at the han gk 


ila. 
oe a nren life os it should be; Life as it is... 
A knock at the door -- 


KIMBLE 
Who is it? 
SOLEDAD (V.O. 
Soledad. mo? 
He the door. 


So al anid ma the hallway. 
She's put on what is probably her only good dress. 


SOLEDAD 
I can come in? 


He moves aside to let her pass. 


KIMBLE 
Is everything all right? Your daughter? 


SOLEDAD 
All right. Yes. 


Pause. 


SOLEDAD 
I must offer you something. 


KIMB 
No, you don't have to... 


SOLEDAD 
I must give en Bomneetring . Pero, I have 
no Only my daughter. And this. It is 
made from the teeth o 


A necklace which she presses on him. 


As she walks across the room -- he examines the primitive jewelry. 


KIMBLE 
This is the first time in my | life I wish I was 
superstitious. Thank you 


Tums to her. She is taking off her dress, 


coyotes. For good luck. 
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No. Please. I can't. 


SOLEDAD 
I must offer you something. 


KIMBLE 
No. I can't. 


He lifts her dress -- puts it back over her shoulders. 
Kimble looks grief stricken. 
She slips the dress back on -- 


SOLEDAD 
Thave nothing more. I give what I have. 


KIMBLE 
This is very difficult for me. You understand? 


SOLEDAD 
Si. Comprendo. 


She moves to the door. 
Opens it, looks back at Kimble. 


SOLEDAD 
I wish you vaya con dios. 


The door closes. 
After a moment... 
Kimble goes over, sits on the small bed. 


Stares vacantly. 
Then begins to cry. 
TRANSITION. 
192 EXT. DOWNTOWN STREET - LAS VEGAS - SIX MONTHS LATER 
- NIGHT 174 
A grey van cruises along... 
193 EXT/INT. VAN - DOWNTOWN - LAS VEGAS - NIGHT 175 
Charlie, the One-Armed Man, drinking from a wine bottle as he drives. 
He watches two HOOKERS walk by... 


Shouts out the window -- ° 


CHARLIE 
You should fucking pay me! 


One of the women gives him the finger... 
Across the way he sees the Far West Casino -- 
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INT. FAR WEST CASINO - LAS VEGAS - NIGHT 
Drink and Chip Girls hustling back and forth through the dim smoky air. 
Charlie plays a slot machine, eyeing his BLONDE WAITRESS -- *_ 
A harried young woman bringing a drink, trying to smile for a tip... 
CHARLIE 
Great smile. 
WAITRESS 
Thanks, I try. 


CHARLIE 
Let's take a ride, you and me. 


Hey, I got a acto 9 kid fell; q 
le ‘ot a husbani wo kids, fella, you're 
talbing'to the wrong girl. ‘ 


CHARLIE 
I see what I'm talking to. I saw the way you 
smiled at me. 


WAITRESS 
Why don't you just pay and take off... 


CHARLIE 
This here's a public place. Like you. You're a 
public place. 


TWO PATRONS overhear, turn... 


PATRON #1 
Guy hassling you, honey? 
Hey, fuck you. 


WAITRESS 
Cool it guys, please!! 


to Charlie 
Just get out, it's on the house. 


Charlie throws a five in her face -- 
The Patrons see he has the prosthetic device on one arm. 


She your whore? 


WAITRESS #1 
Get out! 


CHARLIE 
What're you shitfaces looking at? 
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PATRON #1 


Asshole, if you had both arms, I'd tear your 
fucking face o: 


Grinning C harlie walks toward the Two Patrons. 
Waitress hard into a slot machine -- 
WAITTRESS #2 
I'm calling the cops right now. 
Charlie drop kicks Patron #1 in the balls, he goes down -- 
He roundhouse punches Patron #2 -- 
A Bouncer grabs Charlie-- 


BOUNCER 
Hold it! 


WAITRESS #2 
Get him outside! Cops are on the way! 


Two aay Bouncers drag Charlie toward the entrance -- kicking and 
elling as he goes -- 
He slams his head against a plate glass window -- as it SHATTERS... 


EXT. CLARK FIELD - TARMAC - LAS VEGAS - DAY 195 
A 747 touches down -- 


INT. CLARK FIELD - MAIN CONCOURSE - LAS VEGAS - DAY 196 
PARKS, an L.V.P.D. plainclothes detective, holds a newspaper while waiting in 
the concourse -- 

INSERT NEWSPAPER 197 


Dateline Las Vegas... 
An article is captioned: 


"ONE ARMED BARTENDER K.O,'S 
THREE IN CASINO BRAWL" 


A picture of Charlie stares out from the page. 


CONCOURSE 198 
Parks looks up as Gerard appears with the other arriving passengers. 


P, 
Marshal Gerard? 


GERARD 
That's right. 
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PARKS 
T'm Dave Parks, L.V.P.D. 


Shows his credentials. 
They start moving down the concourse -- 


Gerard stops. 


GERARD 

Good. I need all the help I can get. 
PARKS 

We tried to hold this story down -- 


GERARD 
Yeah. Made all the wire services. - 


PARKS 
Didn't play too good around here. We don't 
like a lot of publicity about people ripping up 
casinos. 


GERARD 
I planted the story. I want a lot of publicity. 


PARKS 
We run a tight ship here -- we're not really 
interested in escaped murderers showing up to 
have shoot outs with One-Armed men and 
federal marshals. 


GERARD . 
Tm here in pursuit of an escaped felon in, 
compliance with federal re, ions. I will rely 
on your cooperation as I'm sure you will be 
pleased to give it. 


PARKS 
Yeah. We've already heard that you're a Prick: 
You'll get just as much cooperation as the law 
requires... 


GERARD 
Good. We understand each other. 
PARKS 
You really think this guy Kimble will show up? 


GERARD 
1 gure he'll be here by the weekend -- Last 
irmed sighting he was working in Tucson -- 
that was four months ago...The first thing I want 
to do is to see your prisoner. 
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95. 
PARKS 
No problem with that. He's gonna be in city jail 
for a year. 
GERARD 
He didn’t make bail? 
P. 
Are you kidding? 


GERARD 
He will now. 


199 INT. HALL OF JUSTICE - HOLDING CELLS - LAS VEGAS - 


NIGHT 


Charlie on the cell bunk. 
Gerard appears, stands looking into the cubicle -- 


Charlie stands. 


Federal (ows 1B. Bttice, Lieutenant Gerard, 
Philadelphia. 


CHARLIE 

Never been. there, hear it's a shithole. 
GERARD 

I hear you're gonna make bail. 


CHARLIE 
Yeah. My lawyer says I'm gettin’ out tomorrow 
mornin’. 

GERARD 
Tonight. Tomorrow morning. Whenever I say. 


CHARLIE 
What's the deal? 


GERARD 
Thanks to me. 
CHARLIE 
What am I supposed to do? Bend over? 


GERARD 
Charles Evans. That your real name? 


CHARLIE 
Sure. 


199 


4/12/91 96. 
GERARD 
Just get your things together... 


200 INT. HALL OF JUSTICE - PROCESSING - LAS VEGAS - NIGHT 
Charlie being processed out by a Property Sergeant. 


CHARLIE 
How come you're doing me a favor? 


GERARD 
Ever heard of a Dr. Richard Kimble? 


CHARLIE 
Nope. 

GERARD 
He's a big fan of yours. 


Gerard signs a federal custody waiver... 
CHARLIE 
Why should I give a shit? 


GERARD 
Even though he's a convicted murderer, he's 
counting on you. He thinks you're going to keep 
him from serving thirty years back in 
Pennsylvania. 


CHARLIE 
Yeah? He's fuckin' nuts. 


201. EXT. HALL OF JUSTICE - LAS VEGAS - NIGHT 
Gerard and Charlie move down the steps, toward the parking lot -- 


GERARD 
Kimble thinks somebody with one arm named 
Charlie killed his wife..:says he drives a van. 


CHARLIE 
T got a van. But I love women... 
Gl 
Just a coincidence, huh? 
; CHARLIE 
bboy life's funny. I need a brew, man, I'm 
y. 


They reach a Federal Mini-Van -- Gerard opens the door. 
Charlie hesitates, gets in... 
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INT. FEDERAL MINI-VAN- NIGHT 
As it pulls out of the city lot -- ; 
driving, Charlie’on passenger side. 


GERARD 
The night Kimble's wife was murdered. Kimble 
swears he saw you there, says he saw you 
Tunning from his house. 
When was it? 


GERARD 
April, '88. 


CHARLIE 
He must have real good eyes, because in 1988, I 
was in El Paso. All year. 
Passing rows of casinos -- tourist motels... 


CHARLIE 
What the fuck you want with me, man? I guess 
youre using me to get him. Think I'm bait, 


GERARD 
What are you worried about -- big strong guy 
like you? 


CHARLIE 
In case you didn't notice, I got a handicap, 
Holds up his hook. 


GERARD : 
A lot of people got a lot worse deal than having 
one arm. 


CHARLIE . ; 
What the hell do you know about it? Some girl 
smiles at you, then she sees your arm and Joo! 
other way -- 


GERARD 
That's a real sad story -- tell it to Kimble. 


CHARLIE 
Hey -- I just don't want some shithead takin' a 
shot at me. Just because he's nuts and picked me 
out, don't mean you got the right to use me. 


GERARD 
Don't worry, Charlie. I'm here to protect you. 
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Man, this i bulls Hee jud. id j 

is it. Hey, a judge an pnd jury says 
Kimble's , your job ts to get him, not 
hassle ot ou ino the i w. ‘Right? 


The Far West Casino straight ahead... 


GERARD 
You got that right, Charlie -- Isn't that the 
casino where you got out of hand? 


CHARLIE 
Fuck you, that's all I got to say. You can let me 
out right here -- 


Gerard pulls over -- Charlie gets out... 


GERARD 
See you around, Charlie, 


Charlie leans back in the window. 


CHARLIE 
I think maybe I was in Philadelphia a couple of 
years ago. 


I know that Charlies “Yer son nee oe rap agate 
You were staying in 5 ina bor 
Alexandria. A real flea bag. 


CHARLIE 
You got a case on me, make it. Otherwise, get 
off my back. 


GERARD 
I'm only looking for escaped felons. Don't get 
oe Charlie. You still have to make a court 
And you don't Nba me on your back. 
vor got enough trouble. 


CHARLIE 
You know where I'll be. Address is right there 
on the bond papers. 


Gerard drives off. 
lie stands there, watches him go. 


EXT//INT. VAN - CITY STREET - DOWNTOWN VEGAS - NIGHT 203 


Charlie moves to his van... 

oa several parking tickets off the front window, stuffs them in his pocket. 
Un eons cee pulls it open. 

Takes out a cold blue "44... 
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frock in he 

Sar it back in ane glove compartment, 

Kicks the engine door and pulls away -- into the Vegas neon night. 

EXT. DESERT - NEVADA - DAY 


Mid-day sun shimmering over endless sand. 
No paved road, just a narrow track cut through the dunes. 


A building stands in the middle of the wasteland... 
Fas station, greasy spoon, pool hall, all in one. 
LL turning on a porch 


ee TIK-TIK-TIK sound as it turns... 


EXT. CANTINA - PORCH - DAY 

MITCH WILLIAMS sits in an old wooden rocker. 
Having a beer -- 

He! v a big. burly man in his ae 50's. 


‘anchu mustache -- lon 
The Biker, cowboy, hippie look... 


EXT. FRONT OF CANTINA 


Charlie's van parked just off the dirt road. 
al old, taterd, trusted out pick-up nearby... 


The sede Tid ope the plu 
es S = 
Chaics changing he phag 


EXT. OPEN DESERT - DAY 


A police helicopter acre appears from behind a huge sand dune -- 
Heads out across the expans 


INT. HELICOPTER - OVER DESERT - DAY 
Gerard seated next to the PILOT. 


PILOT 
This is it, just over the next dune. We're about 
two miles ‘off the highway... 


They clear the dune -- 
The’ Cantina appears below. 


PILOT 
Bead ¢ much activity out here during the 
tta biker trash out here on the 


post -- playing card jammed against the 
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PILOT (CONT'D) | 
weekends. They love it, no phones, just booze 
and sand -- 

A small wooden shed is visible, a mile beyond... 

GERARD 

Uh huh. What's that over there? 


PILOT 
Some old mining shack. Lot of them out here -- 
probably abandoned. There was a silver run out 
, tum of the century. Didn't pan out -- 


GERARD 
Let's find out who owns it. 
PILOT 
You want me to swing back over? 
GERARD 
No. We let him know we're here. 
EXT. FRONT OF CANTINA - CHARLIE - DAY 
He watches the helicopter disappear after the flyover... 


Doesn't much like it -- 


WILLIAMS 
Sons of bitches fly over all the time. 


CHARLIE 
Yeah. 
Keeps watching. 
CHARLIE 
When's Ed gonna get here? 


WILLIAMS 
I told you couple of days. You gettin’ itchy? 


CHARLIE 

Damn right. I just want to get some money and 
get the out of here. 

INT. BUS - CLOSEUP - NEWSPAPER ARTICLE - NIGHT 


Dateline Las Vegas... 
An article is captioned: 


"ONE ARMED BARTENDER K.O,'s 
THREE IN CASINO BRAWL" 
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A rape of Charlie stares out from the p 
re y UP TO Richard Kimble, as he looks on the bus window at the neon glitz 
of Vegas -- 


INT. BUS TERMINAL - LAS VEGAS - NIGHT 211 
ceed Uniformed Policeman, back tumed, stands talking to a good looking Young 
In the ti ticket Poot nearby, a Teller race a newspaper. 

Wanted poster of Kimble pinned to the glass 


Kimble Passes by with several other disembarking passengers -- 
No one notices, no one pays attention... 


EXT. DOWNTOWN LAS VEGAS, BUS STATION - NIGHt 212 
Kimble walks with his suitcase, #6, away from the terminal. 

Dazzling downtown lights behind him -- 

EXT. PHONE BOOTH - LAS VEGAS - DOWNTOWN - NIGHT 213 


Kimble on the phone. 
He holds the newspaper, checks the article... 


I was wondering if ts this Charlie Evans might be 
the guy I'm looking for. He owes me some 
money. 


INT. LAS VEGAS POLICE HEADQUARTERS - PROCESSING DESK 
- INTERCUT - NIGHT 214 


> UNIFORMED OFFICER speaks into the receiver. 
aves a Si 
ie pie af the PHONE-TEL in front of him. 
computerized number appears -- 
Ben him in the next room Gerard picks up a receiver unit... 


UNIFORMED OFFICER 
What was this guy's name? 


KIMBLE 
Evans. Charlie Evans. At least that's the name 
he gave me. 


UNIFORMED OFFICER 
Hold on a minute, I'll check -- 


Kimble waiting -- 


4/12/91 102. 


215 INT. GAS VEGAS POLICE HEADQUARTERS - ADJOINING ROOM 


Gerard takes off his earphones. 
That's Kimble. 
PARKS 
It's a downtown number... 
Punches buttons on his Phone-Tel. 


A map comes up on the view-screen. 


PARKS 
There's the address, right near the Nugget -- 
car's on the way... 


Grabs a phone -- 


PARKS 
Have the dispatcher get a physical description of 
Kimble to the units on the move. And have the 
gay we got in the Wagon Wheel get moving -- 
ble's right across the street. 


BACK TO INTERCUT 


UNIFORMED OFFICER 
Yeah. Okay, Evans, Charles...Yeah. What's 
your relationship with him? 


KIMBLE 
A friend. 


UNIFORMED OFFICER 
Yeah, Okay. I got his process sheet right here -- 
What'd you say your name was? 


Kimble getting nervous. 


KIMBLE 
That's okay -- thanks, 


Kimble hangs up. 
Moves off into the crowd. 
other man moves into the phone booth -- ' 
A nomen later, a Police Car whips around the corner, red lights 


‘Another Police Car appears from the other direction -- skids to a stop 
near the booth... 

They run up to the man on the phone, start to roust him -- hurl him to the 
pavement. : 
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INT. WAGON WHEEL CASINO - NIGHT 216 


Crowded. 

Bar stools filled with says drinking and trying the embedded poker machines. 
SEVERAL WOMEN TENDERS in revealing western outfits -- pours beer 
and ring up tabs as fast as they can, but not fast enough for the customers -- 


Harried cocktail waitresses in short skirts non-stop greasing the action with free 
Jukebox cowboy music -- ; 
Go Go dancers on a runway wearing cowboy hats and not much else. 
Kimble pushes through the crowd to the bar rail... 
AWO! BARTENDER leans close -- 
KIMBLE 
Beer. 
BARTENDER 
Draught? 
KIMBLE 
Yeah. Fine...Listen, maybe you could help me 
-- I'm looking... 
The Bartender is pushed aside hes another Woman Bartender -- 
This is TRACY LYNCH, about 30, good looking. 
TRACY 
Til take care of him. Cover my station, okay, 
Cindy? 
BARTENDER 
(shrug) 
Sure, whatever. 
Tracy leans close. 


TRACY 
Get out of here right now. The cop that's on 
look-out here, just got a call -- He went across 
the street looking for you. They've fot wanted 
pune of you all ovér the place. 


nders all got them. 
Kimble reacts. 
TRACY 
I Fe out of here at 3:00. Meet me at the comer 
of Desert Inn and Comstock -- I'll tell you about 
Charlie, now take off... 


Kimble leaves as a COCKTAIL WAITRESS moves close -- 
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. COCKTAIL WAITRESS 
Two pitchers, two gold chasers, Bourbon 
straight up. Canadian on the rocks. A double 
Jack , water back -- 


Ti joes back to work. 
And tne music gets louder -- 


EXT. STREET - DOWNTOWN LAS VEGAS - NIGHT 


Kimble comes out of the Wagon Wheel. 
Sees POLICE CARS near the phone booth across the way... 


The Phone Booth Man screaming at the police -- 
Several Uniformed Officers questioning pedestrians -- 
Others moving through a ring of spectators -- 
Kimble melts into the crowd... 


EXT. CORNER - DESERT INN & COMSTOCK - NIGHT 
Tracy pulls up in a compact -- Kimble gets in -- she zooms off... 


TRACY 
The cops figured you'd show up, They planted 
where rlié was workin’ in the paper -- 
it’s all a set up. 


This is all going a little fast for me. Why don't 
you tell me who you are? 

KIMBLE 
My name's Tracy. I was teaching school in 


Oregon until three weeks ago. That enough? 


KIMBLE 
It's Sits How do you know all this about the 
cops 


TRACY 

They told me. You know, they like to talk to 
girls that aren't wearing much -- I can't 
remember, were you just a regular doctor or 
some kind of specialist? There was this up-date 
‘Where Are They Now?" article about you in 
ey Ld Magazine last month, excuse me for 

ing such a rag, but I was in the dentist's . 
office. Anyway, they had pictures of what you 
agit look like, with a beard or some- 

ig — 


She smiles, trying to lighten the moment. 
But Kimble Siting 
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105. 
Okay. Now what? 


; TRACY 
Now nothing. What do you think, I'm gonna 
turn you in for a reward? I net saved your 
life. " Hey, is there a reward? That'd make it 
more interesting. 


KIMBLE 
What is it, you've got a thing for fugitives? 


TRACY 
Iknew Hee were innocent from day one. I 
followed that trial, I mean, it was interesting to 
read about. Any-way, I saw it was a railroad 
job right from the git-go. 


KIMBLE 

In case it matters, I'm innocent. 
TRACY 

Sure it matters. Matters a lot. 
KIMBLE 

Do you know Charlie? 


TRACY 
No -- He got fired the week before I started. 
Dippin’ in the till and pi fights. Real 
payenp from what the girls tell me. Beats me 
ow they were ever dumb enough to hire a one- 
armed bartender. But they said he was great 
with everything he could do with his hook -- 


They pass some downtown clubs -- 


KIMBLE 
I guess I'm screwed. Charlie's in jail and I can't 
get to him. 
TRACY 
No, he's out. The cops let him go last night. 
KIMBLE 
You're sure? 


TRACY 
I told ya, the lookout cop in the bar's got a big 
mouth and loves to look down my blouse. 


KIMBLE 
Ive got to find Charlie. You understand that, 
right 
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219 INT. UNDERGROUND GARAGE - DAY 219 
Row after row of parked vehicles. 
A One-Armed Man stands alone. 


It's Charlie. 
fe holds is black ar et b 
van parked nearby -- 
Kimble appear moving down a concrete rampway... 


KIMBLE 
Hello, Charlie, 


. CHARLIE 
You again. : 


KIMBLE 
It's always am be me again, Charlie, until you 
tell the truth. 


CHARLIE 
I was just lookin' to sell some goods. You're the 
guy I'm supposed to meet? 

KIMBLE 
That's right, Charlie...you been set up. 


CHARLIE 
Just like you. 


KIMBLE 
Yeah. Just like me. 
CHARLIE 
T shoulda Figured. This deal was too sweet. Just 
want to sell my goods and go home. 
Moves close. 
: CHARLIE 
You bother me. A lot. Guess I better do 
something about it. 
Kimble pulls a gun. 
KIMBLE 
You can stop right there, Charlie. 


CHARLIE 
Guess it's different this time. Looks like you're 
ready to use it. 


KIMBLE : 
I don't want to. I just want to take you in. 


. CHARLIE 
Okay if I put my suitcase down? 
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ee ae back 
traightens up. 
Now holding a roy of his own. 


You really think [eee ‘onna do some business 
with somebody new and not have a little backup? 


. KIMBLE : 
Don't think I won't shoot, Charlie. 
Charlie BLASTS. 
Hits Kimble in the chest. 
Walks over. ; 
Looks down at Kimble. 


CHARLIE 
But you wouldn't shoot first. You're still a nice 
guy, doctor. 


Leans over -- raises his hook. 
Brings it down on a Kinbie' s face with a SPLAT! 


Everything goes B 

INT. CHEAP MOTEL ROOM - LAS VEGAS - NIGHT 
Kimble awakens, with a start -- 

He's in bed. 


Rolls over -- 
Someone is sitting over him in the dark. 


_ TRACY 
You okay? I think maybe your were having a 
bad dream. 


KIMBLE 
Yeah. Just a bad dream. 
Fracy, touches his face -- 
Lifts his hand to her lips, kissing his ei 
KIMB 
Maybe I should take on Fs late. 


TRACY 
You don't have anyplace to go. 


She unbuttons her night gown, puts her fingers in his hair, pulls his face 


to her breasts. 
He gently pushes her back... 


KIMBLE 
You just like taking chances on wanted men? 
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TRACY 
Listen...the By I {est made it with is not a killer 
of women. You don't have to convince me. 


(gently) 
Hey, Ently 


TRACY 
You want me to shut up, right? I know, I'm 
babbling, it's what happens when I get nervous, 
I just start to -- 


KIMBLE 
-- you're lonely. 


Pause. 
TRACY 
Yeah, 


KIMBLE 
Me too. It's been a real long time. 


A long moment, then he kisses her... 
Their breathing more urgent, their bodies move to the same 


undertow -- 
He slips off her nightgown, kisses her again... 


EXT. STARDUST MOTEL - LAS VEGAS - SUNRISE 221 


A ee J motel on the edge of the city -- just off the highway -- the open desert 
beyond... 


INT. MOTEL ROOM - LAS VEGAS - SUNRISE 222 


In the cheap motel room, a half-dressed Kimble stands staring out the window 
at the bleak desert. ; 

Behind him, Tracy slips on a blouse... 

Lights a cigarette: 


TRACY _. 

I got a boat on the Rogue River. Oregon. It's 
just a beat-up old boat, but I live on it. I'm 
talking God's country. Trees, clean air, all the 
cliches. And isolation, the nearest neighbor is a 
mile away...You could come and cool out. Stop 
running -- Sit on the dock. Walk in the woods. 
a the flowers grow, think -- you know, like 

oreau. 


She exhales in a burst. 
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TRACY 
i baat your ttn t not it eutes out yet, I used 
He smiles, shakes his head... 


KIMBLE 
Why would you do it? 


TRACY 
Tm a thrill seeker, Why do you think I'm in 
vegas? I'm bored. I got sick of teaching school 
to kids that don't give a shit... 


Ss 
I believe in yan. And let's face it, you need a 
break. 


KIMBLE 
I can't hitch up with anybody. It would put you 
in jeopardy, wouldn't be fair... 

TRACY 
Tempted a little? 


KIMBLE 
Yeah, 


CY 
So this is just one great secret 


of us is ever gonna forget. Ri 
KIMBLE 


night that neither 
ght? 


Right. 


TRACY 
So where you going to go? 


KIMBLE 
Tl have to figure out if Charlie's still in town 
or if he's skipped out on his bail. 

TRACY 
You better tell me where I can find you. 


ane KIMBLE 
ry? 


TRACY 
Charlie's local address is probably on file at the 
office in the casino. Maybe I can get it. 
223. EXT. OPEN DESERT - DAY 


A helicopter cutting across the horizon -- coming out of the sun. 
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INT. HELICOPTER - DAY 224 
Gerard and the Pilot -- both looking below -- 


GERARD'S P.O.V. - DESERT FLOOR - DAY 


The wooden structure below -- 
Charlie's van still parked out front... 
Battered pick-up nearby -- 


EXT. PORCH - GAS STATION - CANTINA - DAY 225 


Charlie looking up at the helicopter as it passes overhead. 
Mitch Williams appears at his side. 


CHARLIE 
God damn cop. 


Gives the chopper the finger -- ; 
The helicopter now becoming a small dot on the horizon line. 


INT. CORRIDOR - L.V.P.D. - DAY 226 


Late afternoon. 
Plainclothes cops behind their desks, visible through the glass partitions. 


Filling out reports, reading the sports page. 
Gerard and Parks move down the hallway -- 


PARKS 
One of the other bartenders saw her talking to 
Kimble. We checked on her motel. Maid says 
she saw a man coming out of her room about 
10:00 a.m. -- could've been Kimble. 
They stop in front of several glass-walled interrogation rooms. 


PARKS 
She's in there. 
INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - L.V.P.D. - DAY 227 
Tracy seated on a wooden stool. 


. GERARD (0.C.) 
Tracy Diane Lynch. 


Tracy turns on the stool. Sees Gerard. 


Yeah? ae 
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Gerard flips open his badge wallet. 


GERARD 
I want to know about Richard Kimble. 


I already told th on rything [know. Do I 
a cops everythin Ow. 
need a tape loop or what? 


GERARD 
xeah. play it back for me -- You sleep with 


TRACY 
Why -- you want some? I met a guy while I was 
tendin bar. He said his name was Frank. We 
spent night together. You know, consenting 
adults -- 


GERARD 
You going to see him again? 

TRACY 
Probably. I did my best. 

GERARD 
You were harboring a meses And you knew 


it. You know what that means 


TRACY 
Gee -- so much hardness and anger. How does it 
feel, to be so blocked? 


GERARD 
Harboring a fugitive is a federal offense. 


TRACY 
Look, I told you I just met some Buy: How 
would I know it's this Richard Kimble? 


GERARD 

You know where Kimble went, don't you? 
TRACY 

Sorry. I don't have a clue, 
GERARD 

Maybe you should try harder. 


TRACY 
Okay, Mexico, Tokyo, South of France. Look, I 
can't tell you what I don't know. 
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’ GERARD 
Kimble killed a woman. He could have killed 
you, too. But eu like like pcvran? right? Look, if 
it's me, I can if some small all town 
cop or highwa' as eel finds him’ » they'll 


TRACY 
Come on, let's get real -- wow, I laid a I 
met in a ber, ege deal. Cancel my credit cards, 
poke my eyes out... 
Gerard stands up, hands her a Federal Office call-card... 
GERARD 
If Kimble contacts you, and you don't let me 
know, I promise you ep ve ten years in 
federal prison. % use th: 
She takes the card. 
TRACY 
I'm sad for you, how you get off, pushing a 
woman around... 
GERARD 
Be sad for his wife. He killed her. 
Gerard turns and walks-out of the room. 


228 EXT. PARKING LOT - LAS VEGAS - WAGON WHEEL - NIGHT 
is into the lot. 
Fieeds ‘or the rear entrance. 
229 +=EXT. PARKING LOT - ACROSS THE WAY 


ave PLAINCLOTHESMEN in an unmarked sedan. 
The Cop in the passenger seat reaches for the radio -- 


PLAINCLOTHESMAN #1 
Car 117. Suspect has arrived at work -- entered 
the premises. 

RADIO 
Check. 


PLAINCLOTHESMAN #1 
You want us to go inside or leave it to Randall? 


: RADIO 
He's got it. 
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INT. WAGON WHEEL - NIGHT 
Tracy passes Cindy at the bar -- 


TRACY 
Sorry I'm late. T'll change and get right back. 


INT. BACK ROOM - WAGON WHEEL - NIGHT 
Tracy enters -- grabs her outfit -- 


INT. CORRIDOR - REAR OF WAGON WHEEL - NIGHT 
Tracy moves rapidly down the hallway, enters a small room... 


INT. OFFICE - WAGON WHEEL - NIGHT 


Tracy enters. 
ens a file cabinet. 
Starts pulling files... : 
The door suddenly opens behind her -- 
She reacts, doesn't lose her cool. 


MANAGER 
What do you need? 


TRACY 
Hey, Jack. I got to have my liquor registration 
number for a tax form, okay? 


MANAGER 
pure. But make it quick. They need you out 
ront. 


TRACY 
Okay. Just be a second. 


INT. WOMEN'S ROOM - WAGON WHEEL - NIGHT 


She walks in -- 
Tosses the outfit on the floor. 
Locks the door. ; 

s the transom window -- 
S to climb -- 


ort ta a co WHEEL - FRONT - DOWNTOWN LAS VEGAS - 


iG 
Tracy comes out of an alley. 
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Hails a cab. 


INT. CAB 
She climbs in the back -- 
Yeah? 


CABBIE 


TRACY 
North Vegas. The Ventura Hotel. 
As the cab pulls away she turns and looks out the back window -- 


INT. L.V.P.D. HEADQUARTERS - OFFICER'S CUBICLE - NIGHT 
Gerard stares at a file photo of Richard Kimble. 


Flips through the dossier. 
Phiadelphe 
Niagara. 

Cleveland. 

Detroit. 

South Dakota. 
Chicago. 

Houston. 

Bienville, LA. 
Mexico. 

Last reported sighting: 
Tucson. 


He looks up as Parks and a UNIFORMED OFFICER enter. 


PARKS 
Our boys lost her. Walked right through her 
casino, out the lavatory window. Must of caught 
a a the street....We're staking out her 
motel. 


Y d ey, t foll 

ou are do’ at. You can't follow an. 
eX-Sc bs jeacher thers heen in town three 
weeks. You missed Kimble at the bus station, at 
the phone booth, and at the bar I told you he was 
going to go to. 


PARKS 
Yeah. Must be your influence. We're doing 
about as good as you have for the last two years. 


_ GERARD 
Yeah. You're right. It's my problem. 
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INT. TRANSIENT HOTEL ROOM - LAS VEGAS - NIGHT 238 


ot bare Renee a hotplate, a small, ancient refrigerator, some crummy 

rniture, 

Boob ae w belongings: a suit, two pair of pants and two shirts hang in an 
sed close 

Kimble sits py a rickety kitchen table, absorbed in a notebook. 


INSERT - KIMBLE'S NEWS CLIPPING NOTEBOOK 239 


As Lagan’ thumbs through -- 

Starts with a Philadelphia article on Helen Kimble's murder... 

Underlined articles from different cities follow -- one section with , 
assaults on women -- another section of upscale women attacked alone in 
their homes... 

Big question ‘marks on many of these. 

Ending with Las Vegas Desert Times article being pasted into place: 


“ONE ARMED BARTENDER K.O,'s 
THREE IN CASINO BRAWL" 
Charlie's face stares up at Kimble -- 
A knock. 


Kimble opens the door -- it's Tracy. 
She bursts into the room, slams the ‘door behind her -- 


I just saw this Gena. The cops busted me -- 
KIMBLE 
Did they follow you here? 


TRACY 
real they tried. But I shook ‘em off. I lost 
at the Wagon} Wheel -- I made sure -- And 
ape got Charlie’ 's address. 


Hands Kimble the personnel file. 
Kimble studies it... 


He's probabh: ier Bae ed -- I guess there's 
only one wap to fim out. ee 


She lights a cigarette. 
Did you love her? 
KIMBLE 
Who? 
TRACY 


Your wife. 
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Exhales. 


Pause. 


Pause. 


116. 
KIMBLE 
Why do you want to know? 


TRACY 
Curious. I don't know. I remember there was 
that other woman at the trial. 


KIMBLE 
When we got married. Sure. But by the end...I 
don't think so. Whatever we had was gone. We 
had a lousy marriage -- I feel guilty about that. 
T guess I didn't pay enough attention to her. My 
ractice, I gave it all my time. I ignored her. 
he started to drink, I tried to ignore that -- 
Sometimes I almost feel like I killed her. 


KIMBLE 
Tt was even worse when I trashed her memory at 
the trial with...my playing around. 

TRACY 
It doesn't do any Rood to feel guilty about 
something you didn't do. You know who did it. 


TRACY 
You want to kill Charlie? 


KIMBLE 
Sometimes I think that -- I just want to get my 
life back. 


TRACY 
What then? Back to being a Philadelphia 
doctor? 


KIMBLE 
That part of my life's over. I've got to find 
something else -- but something with medicine... 
I treated a kid in Mexico. A simple medical 
problem, But she was the most important 
patient I've ever had...It reminded me of who I 
teally was. 


She takes another puff -- then grinds out the cigarette. 


He smiles. 


TRACY 
So what's next? 
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KIMBLE 
I want to talk to Gerard. 
INT. SQUAD ROOM - L.V.P.D. - INTERCUT. PHONE BOOTH - 
CITY STREET - DOWNTOWN LAS VEGAS - INTERCUT - NIGHT 
Parks enters on the run -- 
PARKS 
Line two. Take it over there... He asked for 
you -- 
Gerard lifts the phone. 
GERARD 
Gerard -- 
KIMBLE 
Gerard. This is Richard Kimble. I want to talk. 


GERARD 
Sure, go ahead. I got all night. 
Gives Parks the high sign. 


KIMBLE 

I know, you're going to do a phone trace. 
Parks starts jamming the phone-tel... 

GERARD |. 
Naw. Just me and you. I'll give you a 
dispensation. 

: KIMBLE 

You mean it? 

GERARD 
Sure. My word of honor. 


Look, this Charlie Evans is the One-Armed Man 
-- The guy that killed my wife. I saw his picture 
in the paper -- this is the right one... 


GERARD 
Turn yourself in, We'll investigate him. If _ 
ere's any new evidence, you'll get a new trial. 
Parks can be seen through the glass, talking animatedly on the phone. 


KIMBLE 
How do I know you'll even bother -- 
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GERARD 
What other chance do you have? You don't turn 
jou in, you're just another crook with a 
sy 


KIMBLE 
Look, I've got to have, Charlie, He's my only 
chance. If you devoted one-tenth the damn 
effort you deed on me on this guy, I'd already 
be cleared. 


GERARD 
Every crook in ace pe got a sob story. I 
can't do anythin peng patil you turn yoursel in. If 
you're an honest citizen and your storys true, 

you 've got to believe it'll work out ou don't 

lieved in the s eeoae , you're just tnother crook 
on the loose. ae. As long as youre out there, 
you're a criminal. 


KIMBLE 
1 be? to believe in the system. Until I got a fair 
ia 


GERARD 
Listen, Kimble, while we're talking about. trials, 
you got another en to look forward to. Felony 
interstate flight, and accomplice to the murder 
or two federal officers. Or did Charlie do all 
t too 


KIMBLE 
You mean you don't care who killed my wife? 


GERARD 
Sure I care. But that's the jurisdiction of the 
state of Pennsylvania. rey. found you guilty. I 
want you for federal crimes 


Parks sticks his hands up - looks back at Gerard, gives a big shrug. 
KIMBLE 
Christ, Gerard what about oe 
You don't get it, eset you NUmble? T'm trying to 
bring you to justice. 
Kimble pcg up -- 
Parks 


Fucker already fig ee out al to beat the 
system. He had the call through from 
Mirage. They got B00 cia phones in there. 
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GERARD 
Don't worry about it. He's my problem. 


PARKS 
You're pretty free with your word of honor. 


GERARD 
When qoute dealing with a crook, it doesn't 
meat it...How’s our friend doing out in the 
sert 


PARKS 
So far Charlie's van hasn't moved. We just got 
some kickbacks on the cantina owner, Mitch 
- 
Takes out a shit sheet, begins to read... 
PARKS 
Fifty ped old caucasian. Ex-biker, ex-dealer, 
served two terms in Chino, one for breaking and 
entering. Other bust was for assault -- 


Gerard stands. 
GERARD 
I'll call you if I need you. 


PARKS 
What do you got going? 
GERARD 
Nothing. I'm gonna buy a lot of canned food 
and move to the desert. 
Gerard moves off. 
Out of the cubicle and down the corridor. 
EXT. DESERT HIGHWAY - DAY 
A few miles outside of Vegas... 
A compact whips by -- 
INT. COMPACT - DAY 
Tracy driving. 
Kimble in soe parang seat next to her. 
A lonely stretch. 


KIMBLE 
Over there. That's the road. 


She pulls over. 
They look down the dirt road leading into the desert -- 
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KIMBLE 
T'll hitch a ride on in... 


TRACY 
How about I just take you there? I can drop you 
off'-- Look, I know you don't want me around 
when you have your big macho showdown, but 
maybe I can help -- 


KIMBLE 
No. There's a good chance Gerard will show 


up. You've conspired with a condemned 
ea That's a felony. You ought to get out 
this while you still can. 
TRACY 
What are you going to do in there? 
KIMBLE 
Whatever I have to. 
Grabs his battered suitcase out of the back seat -- 


What's that mean? 


KIMBLE : 
It means thanks. If I make it, I'm gonna give 
you a call up in Oregon. Or here in Vegas. Or 


someplace -- 
A look between them... 
Don't kiss me, I hie ec - 
He touches her hair. 
KIMBLE 
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He gets out -- she gives him a look, then pulls away -- 
Kimble starts down the road... 


INT./EXT. CANTINA - DESERT - DAY 


Williams looks out one of the front windows... 
Sees the vast desert in front of him through the dirty glass. 
ching slse. ; 
SOUND of a chair scrape -- 
He tums, sees: 
Charlie standing in SILHOUETTE against the other window. 
His hard features staring off across the dunes -- 
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HIS POV - DESERT - THRU WINDOW 


He spots movement as a BIKER rides up. 
Parks near a rusty old sas pump... Sb 
He pulls the saddle bag off the back of his big Harley... 


WIND WHEEL 


The vane with a snake rattle attached to it. 

As it spins, it clatters against the playing card... 

Jack of Diamonds. 

RACK FOCUS to two miles away across the sand-- 

The line shack becomes visible, jeep parked off to the side -- 


INT. LINE SHACK - DAY 
Gerard watching through a huge pair of binoculars. 


He's set up shop-- police radio, canned goods, candy bars, transistor, P9 


lying nearby... 
GERARD 
Biker trash. 
INT. CANTINA - DAY 
Williams has now moved behind the redwood bar -- 
WILLIAMS ° 
You want to have a beer or somethin' while 
you're waitin’, Charlie? 
Charlie turns away from the window. 


Tequila. The bottle. 
Williams pours two... 
_ WILLIAMS 
Sure. Sure thing. Maybe I'll join ya. 
CHARLIE 
What's that jeep doin' up at the shack? 


WILLIAMS 
Dunno. Maybe just some prospector. They're 
always nosin' around. 


. CHARLIE 
You just be on the lookout. 
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EXT. CANTINA 248 
The Biker passes a battered maill 

Mid-thirties, dark shoulder teenie hair -- this is ED McKINNEY. 
INT. CANTINA - DAY 249 
Williams watches McKinney enter. 


WILLIAMS 
. Howdy Ed. What can I do for ya? 
He crosses to the bar... 


MCKINNEY 
Brewski. 


Williams hurriedly cracks the cap on a longneck. 

McKinney takes the beer, turns, hunts the shadows for another figure... 
Finds Charlie sitting at a back table. 

AT THE TABLE 


Across the table op ia 0 an old battered briefcase -- 
McKinney prone ee drapes his own saddlebag over the back of the chair, 
Charlie.. 


it Wy 

ngs wit with a thumbs "wrapped over grip. 
Charlie reaches for the briefcase, dumps the contents on the table -- a myriad 
of watches, rings, cuff-links; a sea of stolen jewelry... 


WILLIAMS 
Keeping a lookout at the bar. 


AT THE TABLE 
McKinney opens his saddlebag -- 
A lot of money visible, 
MCKINNEY 
You got a lot of value there, Charlie. 
CHARLIE 
Yeah, Six month's work. I haven't cashed out in 
a while. 


McKinney examines a ring -- 


CHARLIE 
Good stuff. Twenty thousand takes it. 
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MCKINNEY 
Hey, you must be smokin’ somethin’. 
CHARLIE 
Don't fuck with me, Ed. 


MCKINNEY 
I ain't got that kind of money, You want twenty 
grand, go see the fuckin’ mafia. 


CHARLIE 
How much? 


MCKINNEY 
I got eight thousand in the bag. 
You gotta be kiddin'! 


MCKINNEY * 
Had a run of bad luck -- Look, we can split it 
up, I'll. take eight thousand worth and you keep 
the rest -- or I take it all, owe you say 5K, I pay 


you the next time you roll through 


CHARLIE 
How do I know you're gonna have the dough 
next time? - 


MCKINNEY 
You don't, You don't even know if I'm gonna 
es ahve ::2 CUE play, Charlie, what do you want 
0? 


CHARLIE 
Gimme the money. You keep it all -- I just want 
to get the fuck on the road. 


Shoves the jewelry at him. 


. CHARLIE 
Next time I come through here, you owe me. 


MCKINNEY. 
Thanks, Charlie. I appreciate it. I always liked 
you Charlie. 


CHARLIE 
Go fuck yourself. I just want to get out of this 
shithole and get goin’. 


WILLIAMS - AT THE BAR 
He sees something through the window. 
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WILLIAMS 
Hey. 
CHARLIE - MCKINNEY 
They look up... 


THRU THE WINDOW - THEIR P.O.V. 

An old, battered pick-up truck has a pulled to a stop. 

Someone ne gets 0 out the passenger si 

The tru ce pulls 8 Sway: 

Revesiug 

INT. LINE SHACK - GERARD 

Looking through the binoculars -- 

GERARD 

Hello, doctor. 

HIS P.O.V. - THRU BINOCULARS 


Kimble stands in front of the lonely cantina -- 
Looks at the van -- 


GERARD (V.O.) 
Gotcha. 


Kimble heads inside... 


INT. LINE SHACK - GERARD 


He grabs his P.9. 

the clip. 
Puts some spare clips in his pocket -- 
Snaps on the police radio. 


GERARD 

This is desert lookout. Gerard. Come back. 
RADIO 

Sheriff. Code green. 


GERARD 
I've got a pone a make on Kimble. That's a 
positive make on Dr. Richard Kimble. Come on 
in with everything we got -- 
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EXT. LINE SHACK - DESERT - DAY 
Gerard exits the shack, jumps in the jeep -- 
Takes off | for the sere 4 ae 
INT. CANTINA 


Kimble enters. 
Williams looks him over from the bar -- 


WILLIAMS 
Howdy fella. What can I do for ya? 
Kimble turns -- 


Sees McKinney. 
Sees Charlie... 
Moves in their direction. 
KIMBLE 
Hello, Charlie. 
CHARLIE 
You again. 


KIMBLE 
T's always gonna be me again, Charlie, until you 
tell the truth. 


: _ CHARLIE 
I was just lookin’ to sell some goods...How'd 
you know I was here? 


KIMBLE 
Thad a friend. 


CHARLIE 
Bullshit. 
MCKINNEY 
What the fuck's goin’ on, Charlie? 
Charlie stands. 
CHARLIE 
You bother me. A lot. Guess I better do 
something about it -- 
Moves toward Kimble. 
Kimble pulls a pistol. 


KIMBLE 
You want to tell the truth, Charlie? The police 
are going to be here in a minute. 
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CHARLIE 
So what. They're gonna arrest you. 


KIMBLE . 
Not when they see what you've got in that 
briefcase. of a sudden my story is going to 
make sense. 


Charlie reaches behind his back -- 


Comes out with a pistol. 
Now holding a .45 of his own. 


CHARLIE | 
You really think I do business without a little 
backup? 


He levels down. 
CHARLIE 

You're a nice guy, doctor. And nice guys just 

don't -- 
BLAM! 
Kimble shoots Charlie. 
His big slug catches him high in the chest. 
The force of the shot carries Charlie back THROUGH THE WINDOW -- 
out onto the porch. 
A moment of stunned silence. 


Then Kimble turns the ean on McKinney. 
Waves him over near Williams. ~ : 
back to Charlie -- who is now staggering to his feet... 
_ CHARLIE 
You can't do this! You can't do this! 
Kimble's gun still held level... 


KIMBLE 
I want to hear you beg -- 


But Charlie toughs it out. 
CHARLIE 
Your stuck up wife begged -- she begged before 
I gave it to her -- 
A long moment. 
i ble decides whether or not to kill him... 
KIMBLE 
Lused to be a doctor. I used to save lives... 


He lowers the gun. 
Gerard su ly appears near the gas pumps behind Charlie. 
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GERARD 
Kimble! 


He's leveled down at Kimble with his P9. 


GERARD 
Drop it! Hands in the air -- spread ‘em!! 


Williams ciyeis under the bar -- comes up with a shotgun. 

McKinney re teaches into his leather jacket, pulls out a .44... 
rlie turns 

Holding his wound, wild eyed, screams at Gerard. 


‘CHARLIE 
Kill him! 
GERARD 
Hands up! 
CHARLIE 
Kill him! 
Staggers toward Gerard -- 


EXT. CANTINA - PORCH - DOORWAY 
Williams comes out -- holding the 12-guage. 


WILLIAMS 
Who the hell are you! 
. GERARD 
Police! 
' WILLIAMS 
Bullshit! 
He levels the shot-gun -- 
BLASTS! 
But Gerard is too quick -- 
His P9 triple taps -- 
Williams is cut down... 
McKinney SLAMS Kimble in the head with a! ‘istol from behin 
McKinney suddenly levels his .44 at Gerard -- STS, BLASTS, 
BLASTS again -- 


Gerard is hit in the thigh, chest and arm. 
Kimble crawls for his fallen pistol -- 


CHARLIE 


Running as best he can for the van, jumps in -- 
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MCKINNEY 
Grabbing his money, grabs Charlie's briefcase... 


KIMBLE 
Now almost has his pistol -- 


MCKINNEY 
Sees him, levels down. 

imble has no chance... . 
Suddenly THREE SHOTS rip through McKinney -- 
Killing him instantly -- 


Kimble slowly stands -- looks out through the window. 
Sees Gerard on the ground. 


Bur abl hale the P9. 


Gi 

We're even, Kimble. 
Kimble walks out on the porch. 
Sees Charlie's van driving away... 
Sees Williams dead. 
Sees McKinney dead. 
KIMBLE 
The ultimate dilemma. ; 
He sees the killer escaping, and he sees his pursuer badly wounded. 
The two men look at each other... 


Bad...? ¥ 


He kneels beside him to look at the wound. 


KIMBLE 
Yeah. But you'll make it. 
As he begins to administer to the wound -- a doctor above all else -- 


G 
Kimble...you're under arrest. 
Kimble looks at him with a kind of wonder. 


. KIMBLE 
Think about it, Gerard -- Maybe I'm right? 
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GERARD 
.Not important what I think. 
_.KIMBLE 
Why would I risk everything to be here? 
GERARD 
Just because he's scum doesn't mean you're 
innocent, 
Kimble gets up, starts to go. 
GERARD 
ces with the pain) 
ie an ol icon Kimble? Tye heard all the 
ies. 
KIMBLE 
So long, Gerard. 


GERARD 
Doesn't make any nthabach if I die out here. 
Somebody else is going to be after you. 


KIMBLE : 
You'll hurt for awhile, but you're not going to 
ie = 


Kimble walks over to Gerard's jeep -- Gets in. 


Kicks the engine over. 
Looks back at Gerard. 
KIMBLE 
You know I didn't do it. 


GERARD 
I don't care. You're a fugitive. 
Kimble slips it into gear, roars away down the dirt road -- 
Gerard watching -- 
Pat Kimble's jeep disappears, three police helicopters appear from behind the 
Move close to land. 


GERARD 
Chase him! Chase him, damn it!! 
But the choppers move closer -- 


256 EXT. HIGHWAY - OPEN DESERT - SUNSET 256 
Vast, flat country going orange with the last light of day. 
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Kimble stands hitching by the ribbon of asphalt -- 
A big White Motors Tractor-trailer pulls over. 
Kimble swings up into the cab -- 
257 INT. WHITE MOTORS CAB - SUNSET 257 
The Cowboy-Teamster socks it into low and heeds back down the highway. 


COWBOY 
Your car break down or something? 


“KIMBLE 
No... just run short of cash. 
COWBOY 
Where you headed? 
KIMBLE 
I don't know...North, I guess. 
\WBOY 


co 
Well this here's the ride for you — going all the 
way to Cheyenne...Looks like you had a run of 


bad luck. 
Kimble turns, looks at him. 
A sad smile. 
KIMBLE 
Yeah... 


COWBOY 
You can call me Bill. What's your handle? 


KIMBLE 
T'm...just nobody. 


COWBOY 
Broke, huh? 


Kimble shakes his head, looks off down the highway. 
Into the growing dark -- 
COWBOY 
Well pard, lots of fellas left Vegas in that 
condition. Ya just got to keep going, right? 
After a moment. 


: KIMBLE 
Right. 
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258 EXT. HIGHWAY - SUNSET 258 


As the tractor-trailer blows by -- 
Becomes a small retreating shape in the setting sun... 


FADE. 
THE END 


eas KIMBLE, pd a 
AND THE HUNTER - TRUTH THAT 
SC EREE HIM at SOMEWHERE AHEAD. 


